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was  flung  on  the  ground  also  and  secured,  while  gags  were  placed  on  each  "of  the 
4  bright  light  then  glared  out  from  the  turret  of  tho  mansion,  and 
I  another  pistol  shot  rang  out  on  the  night  air. 
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You,  Too,  Can  Learn  To  Boss 


“Electrical  Experts”  Earn  $12  to  $30 

What’s  YOUR  Future 

gained  “Electrical  Experts”  are  in  great  demand  at  the  highest  salaries,  and  the  opportunities 
rnen<<-1^,  ^  ^  ki§f  success  in  this  line  are  the  greatest  ever  known.  \ 

Electrical  Experts”  earn  $70  to  $200  a  week.  Fit  yourself  for  one  of  these  big  paying  positions. 

Re  an  “Electrical  Expert” 

Today  even  the  ordinary  Electrician — the  “screw  driver”  kind — is  making  money — -big  money.  But  it’s 
trained  ^man— the  man  who  knows  the  whys  and  wherefores  of  Electricity — the  “Electrical  Expert” — who  is  pf 
rarit  to  “boss  ’  ordinary  Electricians — to  boss  Big  Jobs — -the  jobs  that  pay. 

$3,5,00  to  $10,000  a  Year 

Get  in  line  for  one  of  these  “Big  Jobs”  by  enrolling  now  for  my  easily-learned,  quickly-grasped,  right-up-to- 
the-minute,  Spare-Time  Home-Study  Course  in  Practical  Electricity. 

Age  or  Lack  of  Experience  No  Draw-Back 

You  don’t  have  to  be  a  College  Man;  you  don’t  have  to  be  a  High  School  graduate.  My  Course  in  Electricity 
is  the  most  simple,  thorough,  and  successful  in  existence,  and  offers  every  man,  regardless  of  age,  education,  or 
previous  experience,  the  chance  to  become,  in  a  very  short  time,  an  “Electrical  Expert,”  able  to  make  trom  STO 
to  $200  a  w-eelc. 

I  Give  You  a  Real  Training 

As  Chief  Engineer  of  the  Chicago  Engineering  Works,  I  know  exactly  the  kind  of  training  a  man  needs  to 
get  the  best  positions  at  the  highest  salaries.  Hundreds  of  my  students  are  now  earning  $3,500  to  $10  000  Many 
^are  now  successful  ELECTRICAL  CONTRACTORS. 

Your  Success  Guaranteed 

So  sure  am  I  that  you  can  learn  Electricity — so  sure  am  I  that  after  studying  with  me,  you,  too,  can  get 
into  the  “big  money”  class  in  electrical  work,  that  I  will  guarantee  under  bond  to  return  every  single 
penny  paid  me  in  tuition  if,  when  you  have  finished  my  course,  you  arenot  satisfied  it  was  the  best 
investment  you  ever  made. 

FREE — Electrical  Working  Outfit — FREE 

T  give  each  student  a  Splendid  Outfit  of  Electrical  Tools,  Materials  and  Measuring  Instrument^ 
absolutely  FREE.  I  also  supply  them  with  Drawing  Outfit,  examination  paper,  and  manJ 
other  things  that  other  schools  don’t  furnish.  You  do  PRACTICAL  work — AT  HOME  You! 
start  right  in  after  the  first  few  lessons  to  WORK  AT  YOUR  PROFESSION  in  a  practical 
way. 

Get  Started  Now — Write  Me 

I  want  to  send  you  my  Electrical  Book  and  Proof  Lessons  both  FREE  These 
cost  you  nothing  and  you’ll  enjoy  them.  Make  the  start  today  for  a  bright  future 
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The  Twenty  Silent  ^iVolves 

OR,  THE  WILD  RIDERS  OF  THE  MOUNTAINS 

Bv  RICHARD  R.  MONTGOMERY 


CHAPTER  I. — The  Silent  Wolves  Appear. 

“Hunt  them  down  like  wolves!  Shoot  them, 
cut  them  down  with  the  swcrd,  hang  them  up  to 
the  trees,  but  don't  show  mercy  to  any  rascal  of 
them  ^ho  speaks  English!” 

‘  verson  who  thus  declaimed  was  a  tall, 
stout  man  of  .fifty,  wearing  the  garb  of  an  Eng¬ 
lish  colonel,  and  one  glance  at  his  resolute,  cruel 
and  angry  countenance  was  enough  to  show  that 
he  meant* all  he  said.  He  was  addressing  a  large 
body  of  horse  and  foot  soldiers  drawn  up  in  line 
before  a  barracks,  and  the  principal  officers  in 
charge  of  the  little  army  were  gathered  around 
him.  Some  of  the  soldiers  who  heard  the  brutal 
order  cheered  in  response,  many  of  the  officers 
responded  by  nods  of  approval,  but  some  of  them 
looked  grave  and  shook  their  heads  as  if  they 
meant  to  say: 

“Our  colonel  is  going  too  far.” 

,  The  scene  was  presented  in  the  west  of  Ire- 
land. toward  the  close  of  the  eighteenth  century. 
A  short  time  previous  an  expedition  had  set  out 
from  France  to  aid  the  Irish  revolutionists  in 
the  struggle  tfifen  going  on  in  that  unhappy  coun¬ 
try.  France  was  at  war  with  England  at  the 
time,  and  the  expedition,  according  to  the  law  of 
nations,  was  a  perfectly  legitimate  one. 

A  fierce  storm  burst  over  that  expedition,  and 
only  a  portion  of  the  ships  forming  it  reached 
the  coast  of  Ireland.  The  small  French  army 
thus  landing  pushed  on  bravely  through  the  coun¬ 
try  for  a  time,  winning  two  or  three  battles  over 
the  English,  but  the  furious  storm  scattered  re¬ 
inforcements,  and  the  devoted  little  army  was  at 
length  compelled  to  give  way  before  the  over¬ 
powering  force  the  English  brought  agaihst  them. 
-  -  jC'great  number  of  the  retreating  French  could 
not  regain  the  coast  again  to  embark  for  their 
own  country,  and  they  scattered  over  the  moun- 
ta;ns  in  the  west  of  ireland.  The  people  of  the 
re  in  try  were  thoroughly  devoted  to  the  French, 
bit  they  were  almost  powerless  to  aid  them, 
»ave  by  offering  them  shelter  and  food.  As  the 
Irish  peasants  were  deprived  of  arms,  and  as 
they  were  not  well  organized,  they  could  not 
form  an  army  to  oppose  the  English,  but  they 
harassed  their  enemies  in  every  possible  manner. 

\V  h*n  the  French  were  fitting  out  their  expedi¬ 
tion  in  their  own  country  they  selected  many 
jf.injr  officers  who  could  speak  the  English  lan- 
g.x/i  '  .  a  view  of  drilling  the  undisciplined 

If  in  on  landing  in  that  country.  Many  young 


Irishmen  who  were  exiled  in  France  at  the  time 
and  serving  in  the  French  army  joined  the  expe¬ 
dition,  well  knowing  that  if  taken  prisoners  and 
recognized,  they  would  be  put  to  death  as  rebels 
to  England.  Some  of  the  English  commanders 
and  magistrates  went  even  so  far  as  to  condemn 
and  hang  Frenchmen  who  spoke  English  fluently, 
while  the  least  touch  of  the  brogue  was  instant 
death  to  the  unfortunate  prisoner. 

When  the  French  first  landed  and  gained  some 
victories  the  English  were  not  so  severe,  but  wffien 
the  latter  found  that  their  enemies  did  not  re¬ 
ceive  the  strong  reinforcements  expected  they 
became  cruel  and  savage  in  the  treatment  of  their 
foes.  Colonel  Barclay,  the  man  who  thus  ad¬ 
dressed  the  troops  under  him,  ivas  one  of  the 
most  vindictive  and  cruel  of  all  the  tyrants  vho 
flourished  in  Ireland  at  the  time.  Soon  after  the 
retreat  of  the  French,  and  when  he  knew  that 
they  could  not  make  a  stand  again,  his  constant’, 
cry  was:  * 

“Hunt  them  down  like  wolves!”  \ 

His  brutal^soldiers  soon  caught  up  the  cry,  and 
it  rang  over  mountain  and  valley.  When  the 
helpless  peasants  would  hear  that  cry  in  the 
dead  of  night  they  would  sigh  and  mutter: 

“Heaven  help  the  poor  fellow  who  is  caught 
to-night,  as  Barclay’s  wrnlves  are  out  again!” 

The  brutal  hunters  did  not  have  it  all  their  own 
way,  however,  as  they  were  often  assailed  in 
mountain  passes,  and  put  to  rout  by  the  scat¬ 
tered  bands  wTho  sought  refuge  in  the  fastnesses. 
Resistance  to  the  tyrants  grew  weaker  and  weak¬ 
er.  however,  and  scarcely  a  day  passed  that  some 
unfortunate  French  prisoner,  who  claimed  justice 
in  the  English  tongue,  that  did  not  suffer  death. 
Colonel  Barclay  resided  in  a  splendid  mansion 
about  a  mile  outside  the  garrison  town.  He  held 
a  large  estate,  and  he  was  a  magistrate  also. 
The  last  title  gave  him  the  pow’er  of  life  or 
death  over  all  the  unfortunates  who  were  brought 
before  him. 

One  evening  about  two  months  after  the  re¬ 
treat  of  the  French,  and  when  that  part  of  the 
country  was  pretty  well  subdued,  a  party  of 
English  troopers  rode  up  to  the  mansion  bearing 
a  young  prisoner  with  them.  The  young  pris¬ 
oner  was  a  tall,  stalwart  fellow,  wearing  a  tat¬ 
tered  French  uniform,  and  his  face  bore  marks 
of  having  been  engaged  in  a  recent  struggle. 
Colonel  Barclay  met  the  troopers  at  the  door  as 
he  cried  out  in  savage  tones: 

“What  is  this  you  have  got  now?* 
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of  the  wolves,  colonel,”  answered  the 
sergeant  in  command  of  the  troops. 

“I  am  a  French  officer,”  cried  the  prisoner, 
speaking  in  English,  “and  I  demand  to  be  treated 
as  an  honorable  enemy.” 

“Tush,  tush!”  cried  Colonel  Barclay,  with  a 
brutal  sneer.  “You  cannot  humbug  me  with  such 
nonsense.  Did  he  resist,  sergeant?” 

“Like  fury,  colonel.  He  slew  two  of  our  men 
and  wounded  a  third  before  we  could  overpower 
him.” 

“Then  why  didn’t  you  cut  him  to  pieces?” 

“He  surrendered  at  last,  sir,  and  then  claimed 
that  he  was  a  French  officer.” 

“And  so  I  am,”  cried  the  prisoner,  “and  I  claim 
fair  treatment  at  your  hands.” 

“And  you  will  get  fair  treatment,  you  rascally 
Irish  rebel!  Out  with  him  and  hang  him  upon 
that  big  tree  at  the  side  of  the  lawn.” 

The  young  prisoner  was  led  away  by  the  rough 
soldiers,  and  his  body  was  soon  after  dangling 
from  a  limb  of  the  large  tree  at  the  side  of  the 
lawn.  The  troopers  retreated  to  refresh  them¬ 
selves  soon  after  playing  the  parts  of  hangmen, 
and  the  colonel  retired  to  his  dining  room,  where 
he  had  left  a  party  of  his  brother  officers,  mut¬ 
tering: 

“That’s  the  way  I’d  like  to  serve  all  the  in- 
Cernal  Frenchmen,  as  I  have  good  reason  to  hate 
tho  whole  race.” 

About  fifty  troopers  were  stationed  in  and 
around  the  mansion  at  the  time,  as  the  brutal 
colonel  feared  that  some  of  his  desperate  ene- 
mies  would  assail  him  at  night  if  not  properly 
trr  “''guarded.  About  an  hour  after  the  unfortunate 
^  officer  was  left  dangling  on  the  tree,  and  while 
Colonel  Barclay  was  still  enjoying  wine  with  his 
friends,  a  sergeant  appeared  before  him,  saying: 

“Colonel,  I  beg  to  report  that  the  prisoner’s 
body  has  disappeared.” 

“I’ll  put  the  scoundrels  to  death  \tfho  dared  to 
touch  that  body.  Out  with  a  file  of  men  and 
make  a  thorough. search  for  it!” 

The  enraged  colonel  then  gave  orders  for  sev¬ 
eral  other  small  parties  to  hasten  out  in'  the 
neighborhood,  and  he  continued,  crying: 

“And  if  you  should  find  the  body  in  any  house 
around  here,  drag  all  those  living  in  the  place 
here  to  me,  and  I’ll  make  an  example  of  them.” 

The  troopers  sought  for  the  body  of  the  young 
prisoner  that  night  in  every  direction,  but  it 
could  not  be  found.  A  stricter  search  was  made 
on  the  following  day.  Colonel  Barclay  ordered 
his  men  to  examine  the  graveyards  and  the  fields 
around,  yet  no  trace  could  be  found  of  the  body 
of  the  young  prisoner.  Days  and  weeks  passed 
away,  and  still  no  traces  of  the  missing  body 
could  be  found.  No  more  prisoners  were  caught 
by  the  troopers,  although  the  peasants  were  now 
and  again  startled  by  the  terrible  cry: 

“Hunt  them  down  like  wolves!” 

While  the  hunted  men  did  not  show  their  hands 
against  their  enemies  in  open  warfare,  Colonel 
Barclay  and  others  of  his  kind  had  reason  to 
know  that  the  rebels  were  not  idle.  It  soon  be¬ 
came  evident  that  a  gan^  of  daring  and  desper¬ 
ate  horse  thieves  infested  the  neighborhood.  The 
brutal  colonel  had  five  of  his  best  and  swiftest 
animals  stolen  from  his  stables  one  night  in  the 
most  mysterious  manner,  and  one  of  the  horses 


was  a  black  racer,  for  which  he  had  paid  a  large 
amount. 

Several  other  gentlemen  of  the  neighborhood 
had  their  very  best  horses  stolen  from  them  also, 
and  it  was  soon  noticed  that  the  sufferers  by  the 
horse  thieves  were  all  strong  advocates  of  the 
English  rule  in  Ireland.  Strong  parties  of 
mounted  men  were  sent  out  on  all  sides,  and 
large  rewards  were  offered  for  the  apprehension 
of  the  horse  thieves  and  the  recovery  of  the  val¬ 
uable  animals,  yet  not  a  single  capture  was  made 
of  either  man  or  beast.  Over  thirty  valuable 
animals  were  thus  taken,  and  one  of  their  own¬ 
ers  declared: 

“If  they  were  to  search  all  Ireland  over,  or 
England  itself,  the  infernal  rascal  could  not  have 
picked  out  a  better  lot  for  speed  and  bottom.” 

“Yes,  and  I  would  back  my  Black  Wolfe  against 
any  horse  in  the  United  Kingdom  for  half  my 
fortune,”  cried  Colonel  Barclay,  who  was  more 
fearfully  enraged  than  if  he  had  lost  his  right 
arm  in  an  encounter  with  the  French  or  the  reb¬ 
els. 

The  horses  were  all  stolen  on  the  samp  r^o-v.f 
and  five  of  the  stable  boys  having  them  ificharge 
in  different  establishments  disappeared  at  the 
same  time.  Strong  guards  were  placed  over  the 
different  stables  thereafter,  Colonel  Barclay  re¬ 
taining  twenty-five  troopers  to  watch  his  prem¬ 
ises  alone. 

When  three  weeks  passed  away  after  the  horse 
thieves  had  made  the  raid,  it  was  generally  be¬ 
lieved  that  the  animals  had  been  taken  to  the 
coast  that  night  and  shipped  on  board  a  vessel 
bound  for  France.  The  French  and  Irish  refu¬ 
gees  hiding  in  the  mountains  were  then  supposed 
to  be  the  criminals,  and  fearful  were  the  threats 
made  against  the  invaders  if  they  ever  landed  in 
Ireland  again.  The  guards  were  taken  from  the , 
stables,  the  troops  were  drawn  into  the  garri¬ 
sons,  and  peace  seemed  to  reign  over  that  section 
of  Ireland  once  more.  Colonel  Barclay  was  still 
fretting  and  fuming  over  the  loss  of' his  splen¬ 
did  horses,  and  he  also  pined  to  send  his  troopers 
out  again,  singing  his  well-known  cry  of 

“Hunt  them  down  like  wolves!” 

One  night  the  peasants  at  the  foot  of  the  moun- 
tain  beheld  a  weird  cavalcade  sweeping  down  the 
rough  path  and  then  on  to  the  high  road.  It  was 
?  ,V^ht,  an<^  superstitious  people  who 
beheld  the  aark  forms  gliding  along  on  horse¬ 
back  took  them  for  the  headless  riders  which 
they  had  so  often  heard  about  in  story  The 
trembling  peasants  could  not  count  the  number 
of  the  cavalcade,  yet  they  did  notice  that  it  glid- 
ed  along  in  the  most  silent  manner,  and  thaf'ffre 
hoofs  of  the  horses  did  not  resound  on  the  hard 
roadway,  or  on  the  steep  mountain  paths  above. 
On  through  a  village  the  silent  cavalcade  swept, 
and  some  few  of  the  inhabitants  who  beheld  the 
lideis  gliding  along  declared  that  they  appeared 
to  be  more  like  savage  brutes  than  human  be- 
rngs.  On  the  following  morning  at  davbreak 
Oolonel  Barclay  was  aroused  from  his  bed'bv  an 
ofiicei  from  the  garrison,  who  reported  to  him 
saying: 

The  post  at  Travene  was  attacked  last  night, 
colonel,  by  a  band  of  mounted  men,  all  disguised 
as.(^0i]v^s’  an(  ridin&  on  horses  as  black  as  jet  ” 

What  nonsense  are  you  telling  me?”  cried  tho 
surprised  colonel. 
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“It  is  the  truth,  I  assure  you,  sir.  They  set 
on  the  troops  at  the  post  with  great  fury,  and 
without  uttering  a  single  battle  cry.” 

“But  the  soldiers  defeated  the  rascals,  of 
course?* 

“1  am  .sorry  to  report  that  they  did  not,  colonel. 
Our  men  were  all  slain  except  two,  who  escaped 
with  severe  wounds.  The  rascals  then  rode  away, 
taking  the  best  arms  and  munitions  they  could 
find  with  them.” 

“How  many  did  they  number?” 

Such  was  the  question  put  by  the  enraged 
colonel  to  the  wounded  trooper. 

“I  could  not  say  for  certain,  sir,  but  they 
fought  like  demons,  without  saying  or  crying  out 
a  single  word.  Such  fiends  I  never  met  in  battle 
before,  as  they  didn’t  give  quarter  when  we  called 
on  them,  and  I  wouldn’t  be  alive  now’  only  they 
saw  me  stretched  for  dead  on  the  roadside.” 

The  wildest  excitement  reigned  throughout  the 
neighborhood  that  day,  and  strong  parties  of 
troopers  were  sent  out  again  to  scour  the  moun¬ 
tains,  while  out  rang  the  old  cry  of 

“Hunt  them  down  like  wolves!” 


CHAPTER  II. — A  Recruit  for  the  Wolves. 

The  terrified  peasants  at  the  foot  of  the  moun¬ 
tain  saw  the  strange  cavalcade  sweeping  back 
again  that  night.  Those  w’ho  had  the  courage 
to  look  out  from  their  cabin  windows  beheld  the 
silent  horsemen  riding  up  the  mountain  path  in 
compact  order,  moving  together  as  if  each  and 
all  of  the  horses  were  driving  four  abreast  under 
a  chariot.  One  man  declared  that  the  horsemen 
rode  in  five  ranks,  and  that  the  footfalls  of  the 
horses  could  scarcely  be  heard  on  the  mountain¬ 
side.  Colonel  Barclay  was  not  a  believer  in 
ghosts  or  goblins,  and  he  declared: 

“Nonsense,  nonsense  1  It  is  some  of  those  ras¬ 
cals  who  are  hiding  up  in  the  mountain,  and 
they  are  riding  the  stolen  horses.  I’ll  soon  lay 
a  trap  for  the  rascally  wolves,  and  we’ll  put  ev¬ 
ery  one  of  them  to  death.” 

The  furious  officer  did  lay  several  traps  for 
the  silent  wolves,  but  he  could  not  ensnare  them. 

_  It  was  fully  a  week  before  the  silent  band  swept 

down  from  the  mountain  again,  but  they  did  not 
come  from  the  direction  from  whence  they  first 
appeared.  During  the  second  raid,  the  Silent 
Wolves  attacked  three  mansions  about  four  miles 
from  the  garrison  town,  taking  away  with  them 
all  money,  arms,  and  provisions  found  there. 

The  houses  thus  attacked  belonged  to  rich 

— - _ landlords  who  were  bitter  against  the  French  and 

the  Irish  rebels,  and  who  encouraged  Colonel 
Barclay  in  his  cruel  work  against  the  unfortu¬ 
nate  prisoners.  "Wherever  resistance  was  offered 
the  Silent  Wolves  put  their  foes  to  death,  but  no 
Insult  or  injury  was  tendered  to  women  or  chil¬ 
dren.  The  lady  of  one  of  the  houses  thus  visited 
counted  the  horsemen  as  they  rode  away,  and 
*he  declared  that  they  were  just  twenty  in  num¬ 
ber,  while  she  continued,  saying: 

“During  all  my  fright,  and  while  I  feared  that 
they  would  put  us  to  death,  none  of  them  uttered 
ft  single  word.” 

“Could  you  not  recognize  any  of  them,”  inquir¬ 
ed  Colonel  Barclay. 


“How  could  I,  sir,  when  their  faces  were  cov¬ 
ered  with  a  black  substance  exactly  resembling  a 
head  of  a  wolf.  Their  bodies  were  all  covered  in 
the  same  way,  and  their  feet  and  hands  looked 
like  the  claws  of  the  animal  I  mentioned.” 

“Did  their  leader  give  no  orders,  madam?” 

“I  could  not  even  hear  a  whisper  from  them. 
They  moved  and  acted  like  beings  who  knew  ex¬ 
actly  beforehand  what  they  had  to  do.  If  they 
were  demons  from  the  other  world,  I  must  say 
that  they  treated  us  well  enough,  save  that  they 
robbed  us.” 

Colonel  Barclay  became  more  furious  than  ever 
over  the  second  raid  of  the  wolves,  but  he  soon 
cooled  down,  as  he  said  to  himself: 

“The  rascals  will  pay  me  a  visit  next,  and  if 
thev  do  I’ll  set  a  trap  for  them  in  earnest.” 

The  cunning  colonel  then  announced  in  public 
that  he  would  not  claim  the  protection  of  the 
troopers  in  defending  his  mansion,  and  he  con¬ 
tinued,  saying: 

“I  will  defend  the  place  with  half  a  dozen  of 
my  men-servants,  and  if  they  dare  come  near  me 
they  will  get  a  warm  reception.” 

The  challenge  was  given  out  on  all  sides  by 
the  officers  and  the  men  under  him,  as  the  colonel 
believed  that  the  Silent  Wolves  would  soon  hear 
of  it.  He  was  cautious  enough,  however,  to  se¬ 
cretly  introduce  some  twenty  of  his  stoutest 
dragoons  into  the  mansion,  and  they  were  all  dis¬ 
guised  as  male  servants,  being  kept  secreted  in 
secluded  portions  of  the  building.  In  the  mean¬ 
time  the  warlike  colonel  kept  sending  out  strong 
parties  to  scour  the  woods  and  mountains  in  the 
neighborhood,  and  to  search  for  secret  hiding- 
places  as  well. 

On  the  following  night  after  the  proclamation 
was  issued  some  thirty  of  the  troopers  w’ere  rid¬ 
ing  through  a  wood  about  twTo  miles  from  the 
garrison,  when  they  were  suddenly  assailed  by 
the  Silent  Wolves  and  put  to  rout  with  great 
slaughter.  The  officer  in  command  of  the  party, 
who  escaped  with  a  sword  cut  on  the  cheek,  af¬ 
terward  declared: 

“We  did  not  hear  a  sound  until  they  burst  on 
us,  firing  their  pistols  as  one  man.  Then  on  us 
they  charged  with  the  sword  without  uttering  a 
cry  or  a  word.  Such  fiendish  fighters  I  never  wish 
to  encounter  again.” 

Over  a  month  went  by  since  the  Silent  Wolves 
first  appeared,  and  not  a  single  one  of  them  was 
captured  or  taken  at  a  disadvantage  by  the 
troopers.  Some  of  the  silent  riders  had’  been 
wounded  in  their  encounters,  but  their  friends  had 
always  borne  them  away  in  safety.  A  strict 
watch  was  set  on  many  of  the  stalwart  young 
peasants  in  the  neighborhood,  in  the  hope  of 
tracing  their  connection  with  the  daring  band, 
yet  still  even  the  brutal  colonel  could  not  find  a 
clue  suspicious  enough  to  warrant  him  in  arrest¬ 
ing  the  suspected  parties.  He  sent  spies  around 
to  the  taverns  in  the  neighborhood  as  well,  and 
those  spies  received  instructions  to  gain  favor 
with  the  young  men  of  the  place,  in  the  hope  of 
betraying  them. 

About  eight  o’clock  one  evening  two  of  the 
spies  entered  a  tavern  on  the  edge  of  the  town 
and  commenced  to  make  themseves  as  agreeable 
as  possible.  One  of  the  fellows  was  well  known 
in  the  place,  and  he  bore  a  very  fair  character 
among  the  people,  as  he  had  turned  out  to  join 
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the  French  soon  after  their  landing  on  the  coast, 
jgisjaame  was  Paul  Rodney.  He  was  a  tall,  mus- 
^ar  young  man  of  twenty-one,  and  he  was  look- 
.  upon  as  a  splendid  athlete  by  his  friends.  The 
other  spy  was  a  stranger  in  the  place,  and  he 
was  also  a  young  man  of  fair  proportions.  Paul 
introduced  the  stranger  to  his  friends  as  his 
cousin,  Dan  Rodney  from  Dublin,  'always  adding 
in  a  side  whisper: 

“And  maybe  he  isn’t  one  of  the  right  sort.” 

The  exploits  of  the  Silent  Wolves  was  the  sole 
topic  of  conversation  in  the  tavern  that  night, 
and  Paul  Rodney  could  not  seem  to  praise  the 
daring  riders  enough. 

“Be  this  and  be  that,  boys,”  he  remarked,  “but 
it  is  a  pity  they  don’t  number  two  thousand  in¬ 
stead  of  twenty,  and  they  would  sweep  all  the 
English  into  the  sea.  Bad  cess  to  me  if  I  wouldn’t 
like  to  be  one  of  them.” 

At  that  moment  a  rough-looking  peasant  lad 
of  eighteen  entered  the  tavern,  and  he  cast  a 
sheepish  look  at  Paul,  as  he  asked,  with  a  very 
rich  brogue: 

“Who  are  ye  talking  about  at  all?” 

“The  brave  boys  that  ride  be  night,  of  course,” 

The  simple-looking  youth,  who  was  fully  as  tall 
as  Paul,  but  not  quite  so  muscular  in  appearance, 
rubbed  his  head  as  he  responded,  saying: 

“Begob,  and  sure  that’s  what  I  came  here  for; 
I  come  from  over  the  mountainside,  and  I’d  give 
me  big  toe  to  join  the  boys.” 

“Sure,  they  wouldn’t  have  the  likes  of  you  at 
all,  you  ugly  omadhaun,”  retorted  Paul,  with 
sarcastic  grin  at  the  rough-looking  fellow.” 

“And  why  wouldn’t  they  now?” 

“Because  you  would  oniy  be  good  to  mind  their 
horses  at  the  best,  and  how  could  you  ride  with 
them  in  such  order  as  they  go,  and  fight  with 
swords  and  pistols  in  th’e  bargain?” 

The  simple  fellow  rubbed  his  head  again,  and 
looked  very  despondent,  as  he  remarked: 

“It  is  true  for  you,  and  sure  I’d  be  no  good  at 
all  in  that  way,  but  I  could  handle  a  stick  with 
the  next  one,  I  warrant.” 

Paul  Rodney  winked  at  his  friends,  and  the 
simple-looking  stranger  winked  at  the  landlord 
in  a  peculiar  manner,  making  a  slight  motion 
with  his  right  hand  at  the  same  time.  After 
drinking  a  mug  of  porter,  the  simple-looking  lad 
addressed  the  landlord,  saying: 

“I  have  money  enough  to  pay  for  a  bed,  sur, 
and  could  you  give  me  a  bite  or  two  before  I 
stretch  myself?” 

The  landlord  declared  that  he  could  always  ac¬ 
commodate  those  who  were  able  to  pay,  and  he 
soon  led  the  rough  stranger  into  a  back  room. 
After  placing  some  bread  and  meat  before  him, 
the  landlord  addressed  the  stranger  in  very  sub¬ 
dued  tones  and  inquired: 

“What’s  the  good  word  to-night,  my  boy?” 

“So  far,  so  good,”  answered  the  stranger;  “only 
we  want  a  few  stout  recruits.” 

“Why  not  take  Paul  Rodney,  then?” 

“Is  he  to  be  relied  upon?” 

“He  is  one  of  the  finest  riders  and  the  best 
fighter  in  the  town.” 

“He  talks  a  great  deal.” 

The  landlord  reflected  a  few  moments  before  he 

answered,  saying:  ,  ,  ,  , 

“He  does  talk  a  great  deal,  but  sure  he  was 
out  wilfa  the  French.” 


“What  about  that  cousin  of  his?” 

“I  can’t  say  so  much  for  him,  but  he  appears 
like  a  likely  lad.” 

The  simple-looking  lad  appeared  to  reflect  in 
turn,  and  he  then  put  several  questions  to  the 
landlord,  whose  name  was  Tom  Foley.  About  an 
hour  after  Paul  Rodney  was  making  his  way  to 
his  home,  half  a  mile  out  of  town,  and  the  other 
spy  was  moving  into  the  place.  Paul  turned  into 
a  narrow  lane  leading  up  to  his  mother’s  cottage, 
when  the  rough-looking  country  lad  suddenly  ap¬ 
peared  before  him,  saying: 

“Paul  Rodney,  I  want  a  -word  with  you.” 

Paul  started  on  hearing  the  sound  of  the 
voice,  while  he  recognized  the  speaker  at  the 
same  time.  Drawing  back  a  little,  he  demanded: 

“What  do  you  want  with  me,  my  boy?” 

“Is  it  true  that  you  want  to  join  the  Silent 
Wolves?” 

“It  is  true  that  I  want  to  join  the  Silent  Wolves, 
and  are  you  one  of  them?” 

“What  am  I?” 

“A  spy.” 

Paul  started  again  at  the  accusation,  and  the 
blood  rushed  to  his  face  as  he  replied  in  niqnly. 
tones: 

“It  is  an  infernal  lie,  whoever  you  are,  and  1 
believe  that  you  are  an  English  spy  yourself!” 

The  rough-looking  lad  smiled  at  the  accusation, 
and  then  responded,  saying: 

“In  any  case,  you  will  come  with  me.” 

“I  am,  and  I  know  what  you  are.” 

“I  tell  you  that  I  am  one  of  the  Silent  Riders, 
Paul  Rodney,  and  if  you  are  a  true  man  you 
will  follow  me  up  the  mountain.  If  not - ” 

“I  am  a  true  man,  and  I  will  follow  you,”  in¬ 
terrupted  Paul.  “Lead  the  way  up  the  moun¬ 
tain.” 

He  was  taken  up  the  mountain  to  the  retreat 
of  the  Silent  Wolves,  and  was  put  through  the 
initiation  ceremonies  of  that  band.  He  declared 
that  he  was  originally  a  spy  sent  from  England 
to  help  Colonel  Barclay,  but  he  had  seen  enough 
of  the  English  troopers  to  make  him  disgusted 
with  the  job,  and  resolved  to  join  the  enemy's 
forces.  He  also  stated  that  Dan  Rodney  was  no 
relation  of  his.  He  took  a  solemn  oath  on  the 
Good  Book  that  what  he  was  saying  was  the  ab¬ 
solute  truth.  To  test  him  the  Silent  Wolves  set  ~ 
him  the  task  of  proceeding  to  the  colonel’s  estate 
and  setting  a  trap  for  his  forces.  The  new  re¬ 
cruit  accompanied  the  Silent  Wolves  to  the  colo¬ 
nel’s  quarters  and  called  him  out,  whereupon  the  _ 
silent  riders  surrounded  him  and  made  him  pris¬ 
oner.  A  number  of  troopers  rushed  out  of  the 
barracks  to  his  relief,  but  they  ■were  alsO  jQyer^ 
powered  and  made  prisoners.  But  suddenly  Paul 
was  also  made  prisoner  and  denounced  by  the 
silent  riders. 

As  the  silent  riders  were  watching  the  colonel’s 
house  an  old  woman  approached  "Paul  Rodney 
and  set  him  free,  whereupon  the  youth  seized  one 
of  the  troopers’  horses  and  dashed  away  followed 
by  the  old  woman,  who  was  saying  to  herself: 

“I  cut  him  free,  for  I  know  he  was  true  to  the 
boys.” 

A  niece  of  Colonel  Barkley  now  appeared  and 
interceded  for  her  uncle,  but  she  was  seized  and 
put  upon  the  horse  of  the  leader  of  the  Silent 
Wolves.  Out  through  the  village  they  rushed, 
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the  young  lady  saying  to  the  young  leader:  “Oh, 
dear  Dion,  is  it  possible  that  you  are  alive  and 
here  in  Ireland  with  that  awful  band?” 

“I  was  reported  dead,  but  I  glory  in  fighting 
for  the  cause.” 

On  up  the  mountain  sped  the  silent  riders,  and 
after  them  with  a  troop  pursued  the  colonel’s 
son  Oscar,  but  the  silent  riders  soon  became  lost 
in  the  mountain’s  wilderness  and  the  troopers  re¬ 
turned  to  the  colonel’s  quarters. 

Paul  Kodney  had  escaped  to  the  house  of  his 
mother,  and  the  following  morning  set  out  for 
the  town  to  hear  what  news  there  was  going 
around. 


CHAPTER  III. — Death  to  the  Silent  Wolves. 


In  the  garrison  town  of  Dranmore  that  day 
there  was  excitement  enough  for  every  one. 
When  Paul  Rodney  reached  Tom  Foley’s  tavern 
he  found  it  crowded  with  excited  men,  all'  of 
whom  were  discussing  important  events  of  the 
previous  night.  The  moment  Paul  entered  the 
taproom  the  landlord  called  him  aside  and  whis¬ 
kered  to  him,  saying: 

“Some  one  wants  to  see  you  in  the  back  room.” 

Paul  entered  the  back  room  without  the  slight¬ 
est  hesitation,  and  he  was  a  little  surprised  on 
perceiving  the  old  woman  who  had>  rescued  him 
on  the  previous  night.  That  old  woman’s  name 
was  Molly  Malloy,  and  she  was  a  well-known 
character  in  the  neighborhood.  Winking  at  Paul 
and  grinning  at  the  same  time,  the  old  creature 
drew  him  to  a  seat  beside  her  and  whispered  to 
him,  saying:  - 

“So  you  didn’t  tell  any  one  what  happened  you 
last  night?” 

“What  a  fool  I  am,  Molly!” 

“You  are  not  a  fool,  but  you  talk  too  much 
sometimes,  and  I  want  you  to  keep  a  silent  tongue 
in  your  head  hereafter.” 

“But  won’t  it  be  known  that  I  was  there  last 
night,  Molly?” 

“Not  a  bit  of  it,  if  you  keep  still,  and  not  one 
in  the  house  saw  you  barring  the  colonel  himself, 
and  he  won’t  tell,  I  am  sure.” 

“How  in  the  mischief  was  it  all  worked, 
Molly?” 

The  old  woman  gave  a  sly  wink  at  the  young 
fellow,  and  evasively  answered:  , 

“The  Silent  Wolves  have  their  friends  where 
no  one  suspects,  and  they  can  put  their  enemies 
to  sleep  when  it  is  necessary.  Now  I  have  a  word 
for  you.” 

“What  is  it,  Molly?” 

- about  to-day  as  if  nothing  happened  to  you 

last  night,  and  keep  a  sharp  eye  on  that  cousin 


vi  yvUiO*  t 

“But  won’t  I  see  my  friends  of  last  night  soon 
again,  and  sure  they  didn’t  mean  to  hang  me  up?” 

The  old  woman  grinned  and  replied: 

“There’s  no  telling  what  they  thought  about 
you,'  but  I  was  sent  with  word  to  you  this  morn- 
rr.g  that  you  will  see  them  again  to-night.” 

“Am  I  to  do  anything  for  them  in  the  mean¬ 


time?”  /  ,  ,  ,  , 

“You  are.  Manage  to  find  out  what  they  are 
doing  at  the  barracks,  but  you  must  be  cautious 
;  .  not  let  them  suspect  you.” 

Bmng  thu3  admonished  Paul  Rodney  was  about 


to  leave  the  back  room  when  the  old  woman  call¬ 
ed  him  back  and  whispered  into  his  ear,  saying: 

“Don’t  be  surprised  at  who  you  see  out  there, 
and  treat  him  as  if  he  was  a  stranger  to  you  en¬ 
tirely.” 

“Who  do  you  mean,  Molly?” 

“No  matter  who  I  mean,  but  you  take  my  ad¬ 
vice  and  act  your  part  well.” 

Paul  Rodney  was  a  bright  fellow,  and  he  could 
play  a  part  to  perfection.  From  the  manner  in 
which  the  Silent  Wolves  had  treated  him  on  tho 
previous  night  he  was  very  much  puzzled  to 
know  whether  they  looked  upon  him  as  a  friend 
or  an  enemy,  but  the  words  of  the  old  woman  as¬ 
sured  him,  and  he  felt  more  confidence  in  him¬ 
self.  On  entering  the  town  the  young  fellow  was 
also  afraid  that  his  friends  there  may  have  heard 
something  about  his  adventures  on  the  lawn  on 
the  previous  night,  and  that  he  would  be  looked 
upon  with  dark  suspicion.  On  reflecting,  how¬ 
ever,  he  felt  that  the  only  witnesses  against  him 
were  out  of  the  way,  as  he  was  aware  that  Olive  • 
Barclay  had  been  taken  away  to  the  mountain 
with  her  uncle.  On  entering  the  taproom  again, 
Paul  was  somewhat  surprised  on  perceiving  the 
simple-looking  young  stranger  of  the  previous 
night.  The  rough-looking  lad  was  standing  near 
a  group  of  the  customers,  with  his  mouth  and 
eyes  wide  open  as  he  listened  to  their  conversa¬ 
tion.  He  did  not  pretend  to  perceive  Paul  Rod¬ 
ney  at  first,  but  when  the  latter  drew  near  to 
join  in  the  conversation,  the  simple  lad  remarked 
to  him: 

“Isn’t  it  wonderful  news  entirely?” 

“So  it  is,”  answered  Paul,  in  very  c'areless 
tones. 

“To  think  of  their  whipping  the  colonel  way 
like  that!”  continued  the  simple  lad.  “What  will 
they  be  trying  to  do  next?” 

“It  is  hard  to  tell,”  answered  Paul,  who  said 
to  himself: 

“This  is  the  cutest  and  the  queerest  chap  I 
ever  met  in  all  my  born  days.  I  wonder  if  he 
wants  to  have  a  quiet  talk  with  me  now?” 

“Did  you  see  my  grandmother  in  there  Y*  in¬ 
quired  the  disguised  Wolf,  in  careless  yet  cau¬ 
tious  tones. 

“And  who  is  your  grandmother?”  inquired  Paul, 
speaking  in  subdued  tones  also. 

“Old  Molly  Malloy,  of  course.” 

“And  what’s  your  name  then,  my  boy?* 

“Darby  Malloy,  and  I  come  from  over  the 
mountain,  as  I  said  last  night.” 

“Did  you  ever  see  a  handsomer  lady  in  your 
life?”  cried  a  loud  voice  at  the  door,  as  an  open 
carriage  rolled  along  the  road  driving  into  the 
town. 

In  that  carriage  was  seated  a  young  lady,  who 
called  forth  the  remark  from  the  man  at  the 
door.  The  young  lady  referred  to  was  very  beau¬ 
tiful,  indeed,  and  she  had  a  sad,  pensive  face  that 
would  attract  the  attention  of  any  observer.  Sev¬ 
eral  of  the  customers  in  the  tavern  crowded  to 
the  door  and  to  the  window  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
the  beautiful  creature,  and  among  them  were  Paul 
Rodney  and  the  young  fellow  calling  himself 
Darby  Malloy. 

“She’s  a  beauty,  and  no  mistake,”  remarked 
Paul.  “What  ails  you  now,  my  boy?” 

Darby  Malloy  had  grasped  Paul  by  the  arm  in 
a  nervous  manner,  and  he  kept  staring  at  the 
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young  lady  until  she  passed  out  of  sight  into  the 
town.  Paul  stared  at  him  for  a  moment,  and  he 
could  perceive  that  the  young  stranger  was  fear¬ 
fully  agitated.  At  that  moment  a  strong  body 
of  troopers  dashed  along  from  the  barracks,  and 
as  they  passed  the  tavern  they  all  brandished 
their  sabers  and  sent  forth  a  thrilling  shout, 
crying: 

“Death  to  the  Silent  Wolves!” 

The  clutch  of  the  young  stranger  was  still  on 
Paul’s  arm  as  he  drew  fhe  latter  aside,  and  whis¬ 
pered  to  him  in  agitated  tones,  saying: 

“You  saw  that  young  lady?” 

“You  may  be  sure  I  did,  and  I’ll  never  forget 
her  face  as  long  as  I  live,”  answered  Paul  fer¬ 
vently.  “You  must  know  her  yourself?” 

“Yes,  yes.  Will  you  do  what  I  ask  you  now, 
as  you  are  to  be  one  of  us?” 

“To  be  sure  I  will,  if  you  will  only  tell  me 
that  the  affair  was  all  a  joke  last  night.” 

“Of  course  it  was,  to  deceive  Colonel  Barclay. 
Now  you  will  obey  me?” 

“To  the  letter,”  answered  Paul,  as  his  heart 
sounded  with  joy. 

“Then  away  with  you,  and  tell  me  where  that 
young  lady  stops  and  what  she  is  here  for.  I 
will  await  you  here  until  you  return.” 

“Mind  yourself,  or  you  will  be  noticed,”  cau¬ 
tioned  Paul,  as  he  cast  a  glance  around  and  per¬ 
ceived  the  real  spy  entering  the  tavern  at  the 
moment. 

“I  am  myself  again,”  answered  the  young 
stranger,  resuming  the  simple  stare  for  the  part 
he  was  acting. 

Paul  Rodney  only  waited  to  exchange  a  few 
careless  words  with  the  young  man  who  pretended 
to  be  his  cousin,  and  he  then  hastened  into  the 
town  on  his  mission.  The  pretended  Darby  Mal¬ 
loy  was  soon  hobnobbing  with  old'  Molly  in  the 
back  room,  and  she  was  saying  to  him: 

“Do  you  trust  the  lad  now?” 

“Yes;  I  believe  he  will  be  true  to  death.  How 
do  I  play  my  part?” 

“It  is  wonderful  how  you  do  it,  sir.  Sure,  if 
you  were  bred  and  born  here  on  the  soil  you 
couldn’t  do  it  better,  but  you  seemed  a  little 
fidgety  a  while  ago.” 

“That  is  all  over  now,  Molly,  and  I  have  some¬ 
thing  for  you  to  do.” 

“I  am  ready  and  willing,  sir.” 

The  young  fellow  then  whispered  earnestly 
into  the  old  woman’s  ear  for  some  time,  while 
she  kept  nodding  and  muttering: 

“It  is  wonderful  entirely  how  things  come 
about  in  this  queer  world.” 

Having  concluded  his  instructions  to  old  Molly, 
the  young  stranger  went  out  in  the  taproom 
again,  and  the  old  creature  hastened  into  the 
town.  It  was  fully  an  hour  before  Paul  Rodney 
returned  to  the  tavern,  and  he  at  once  drew  the 
young  stranger  aside  and  whispered  to  him,  say¬ 
ing: 

“The  young  lady  is  stopping  at  the  big  hotel, 
and  Captain  Oscar  Barclay  is  waiting  on  her.” 

“Do  you  know  what  she  is  here  for?” 

“She  is  looking  for  the  body  of  her  dead  broth¬ 
er,  who  was  a  young  French  officer,  and  who  was 
killed  in  a  fight  near  here.” 

“Does  she  appear  to  be  on  friendly  terms  with 
Captain  Barclay?” 

“Very  friendly,  indeed.  I  understood  that  he 


is  going  to  search  high  and  low  for  the  body  just 
as  soon  as  he  rescues  his  uncle  and  his  sister." 

“Is  she  going  to  stop  at  the  hotel?” 

“It  looks  like  it,  sir,  as  she  has  engaged  rooms 
there  for  a  week.” 

“Don’t  address  me  with  sir,”  remonstrated  the 
young  stranger.  “Call  me  Darby,  as  if  you  knew 
me  all  your  life.  Now  come  with  me.” 

“Very  good,  Darby.” 

The  young  men  then  sauntered  through  the 
town  toward  the  hotel,  the  pretended  Darby  Mal¬ 
loy  gaping  around  him  with  as  simple  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  countenance  as  if  he  had  never  looked  into 
a  store  window  before.  Just  as  they  reached  the 
hotel  the  young  lady  they  were  in  quest  of  drove 
off  in  a  carriage  with  Captain  Oscar  Barclay, 
who  was  a  dashing,  handsome  young  officer  oi 
twenty-five.  f 

“Find  where  they  are  going,”  whispered  the 
young  stranger  to  his  companion. 

“Very  good.” 

Paul  went  into  the  hotel,  and  returned  in  about 
five  minutes  after,  saying  to  his  companion: 

“They  are  going  out  to  the  colonel’s  mansion, 
and  the  young  lady  is  going  to  stop  there  for  the 
present.” 

Another  dark  frown  appeared  on  the  young 
stranger’s  face,  a  muttered  imprecation  escaped 
from  his  lips,  and  he  clenched  his  hands  nerv¬ 
ously  as  he  said  to  Paul: 

“We  must  go  out  after  them.” 

“As  you  say,  Darby,”  answered  Paul,  with  a 
knowing  wink. 

The  two  young  men  hastened  out  to  the  man¬ 
sion,  the  stranger  giving  Paul  some  earnest  in¬ 
structions  on  the  way.  When  they  reached  the 
grounds  outside  the  mansion  they  found  that  tfie 
place  was  guarded  by  a  large  body  of  troopers, 
and  that  no  stranger  would  be  admitted. 

“I  must  get  a  message  to  that  young  lady  at, 
once,”' said  the  young  stranger  to  Paul. 

“I’ll  do  it  for  you  if  mortal  man  can  do  it,” 
was  Paul’s  brave  answer.  “I’ll  go  up  at  once  and 
ask  to  see  Captain  Barclay  himself.  Will  you 
give  me  a  line  or  word  of  mouth?” 

“We  must  wait  until  night,  as  my  anxietv  may 
ruin  all.  I  must  control  myself,  as  I  have*  more 
than  myself  to  think  of  now.” 

“Just  as  you  say,  Darby,”  answered  Paul,  as 
they  turned  toward  the  town  again. 

As  they  passed  the  barracks  another  strong 
party  of  troopers  rode  out,  and  again  that  thrill¬ 
ing  cry  was  heard: 

“Death  to  the  Silent  Wolves!” 

When  the  young  stranger  reached  the  tavern 
again,  old  Molly  was  waiting  for  him  in  the  back 
room,  and  she  whispered  earnestly  to  hiiV'Tor- 
some  moments.  Fearful  was  the  frown  on  the 
young  fellow’s  face  as  he  listened,  and  he  then 
hissed  forth: 

“And  so  that  is  the  compact,  Molly?  If  he 
finds  the  body  of  her  brother  she  promises  to  be 
his  wife.” 

“The  girf  in  the  hotel  heard  every  word  thev 
said,  sir,  and  that  is  the  bargain  between  them  ” 

Darby  nodded  and  replied: 

“Then  I  must  away,  Molly,  and  I  can  just  whis¬ 
per  t9  you  that  the  Silent  Wolves  will  have  work 
again  to-night." 

The  young  man  then  gave  some  instructions  to 
the  old  woman,  and  to  Paul  Rodney,  when  he  has- 
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tened  away  from  the  tavern,  grinding  his  teeth 
as  he  muttered  to  himself: 

“The  perfidious  wretch  deems  that  he  has  won 
the  prize,  but  I  will  baffle  him  before  long.” 

As  the  young  stranger  made  his  way  out  of 
the  town  again  and  turned  into  a  lonely  path  lead¬ 
ing  up  toward  the  mountain,  Captain  Oscar  Bar¬ 
clay  dashed  along  the  highway  at  the  head  of  the 
largest  body  of  troopers  out  on  the  hunt  yet, 
and  still  their  cry  was 

“Death  to  the  Silent  Wolves  1” 

The  mountain  was  fairly  swarming  with  troop¬ 
ers  as  the  young  stranger  strolled  up  that  way, 
but  he  did  not  appear  to  heed  them,  as  he  kept 
muttering  to  himself: 

“Old  Molly  is  right,  and  this  is  a  queer  world 
we  live  in  now.” 

About  nine  o’clock  that  night  Paul  Rodney  gain¬ 
ed  admittance  to  the  mansion  by  stating  to  the 
guards  outside  that  he  had  an  important  message 
for  Captain  Oscar  Barclay.  The  young  fellow 
was  ushered  into  the  hallway,  and  the  gallant 
captain  soon  came  out  to  see  him,  saying: 

“Well,  sirrah,  do  you  bring  a  message  to  me?” 

“I  do,  captain,  and  it  is  from  the  colonel  him¬ 
self.” 

“Where  is  he,  and  have  you  seen  him?” 

-  ‘He  is  up  on  the  mountain,  sir,  but  I  did  not 
see  him.”  ' 

At  that  moment  a  horseman  rode  up  to  the 
front  door  at  full  speed,  and  then  into  the  hall¬ 
way  burst  the  brutal  colonel  himself,  crying: 

“Where  is  this  rascal?” 

His  eyes  then  fell  on  Paul  Rodney,  and  he 
sprang  forward  with  a  cry  of  rage  to  deal  him 
a  blow  in  the  face,  as  he  yelled: 

“You  infernal,  treacherous  hound,  it  was  you 
who  betrayed  me  last  night!” 

Paul  staggered  back  as  he  cried: 

“You  are  wrong,  colonel!” 

“Seize  him,  seize  him!”  yelled  the  colonel,  as 
he  darted  at  Paul  again,  “and  hang  him  at  once! 
Out  to  the  tree  with  him!” 

Paul  made  a  dart  for  the  stairs,  but  Captain 
Barclay  struck  him  on  the  head  with  the  flat  end 
of  his  sword  and  felled  him  on  the  floor.”  Be¬ 
fore  the  young  fellow  could  recover  his  feet 
again,  three  troopers  had  seized  him,  while  the 
brutal  colonel  kept  yelling: 

“Out  to  the  tree  with  him,  and  I  will  see  that 
he  is  not  rescued.  Death  to  the  Silent  Wolves 
is  the  cry  to-night!” 


CHAPTER  IV. — Darby  Malloy  at  Work. 

When  Paul  Rodney  was  pounced  on  in  the  hall- 
and  dragged  forth  for  execution,  a  young 
lady  stood  at  the  parlor  door  and  stared  at  the 
young  fellow  with  pitying  eyes,  as  she  gasped 
forth : 

“Mercy  on  me,  is  this  the  way  they  serve  out 
justice  in  Ireland?”  .  .  . 

Colonel  Barclay  hastened  out  after  his  victim 
without  noticing  the  young  lady,  but  his  gallant 
nephew  approached  her  with  a  smile,  saying: 

‘  I  regret  that  you  witness  such  a  scene,  dear 
Marguerite,  and - n 

“But  they  will  not  put  the  unfortunate  young 
man  to  death  without  a  trial?”  interrupted  the 
yo  jug  girl,  in  excited  tones. 
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“My  uncle  asserts  that  he  is  a  treacherous  spy, 
and  the  fellow  must  suffer.” 

“I  fear  that  your  uncle  is  a  brute.  Do  go  out, 
Captain  Barclay,  and  plead  for  the  young  man.” 

“It  would  be  useless,  my  dear  young  lady,  as 
my  uncle  never  relents.” 

“Has  he  the  power  to  put  a  human  being  to 
death  without  trial,  then?” 

“He  has.  Martial  law  is  enforced  here  at  pres¬ 
ent,  and  as  my  uncle  is  a  magistrate  he  has  full 
power  to  pass  sentence  in  such  cases.  But  do 
not  trouble  yourself  about  the  miserable  wretch, 
as  he  is  only  a  very  common  fellow.” 

“He  is  a  human  being,”  answered  the  young 
girl,  in  still  more  indignant  tones,  “and  I  noticed 
that  he  had  a  good  face  and  a  splendid  form. 
Oh,  do  hasten  out  and  plead  for  him!” 

“It  would  be  useless,  dear  lady.” 

“Then  I  will  out  myself  and  plead  with  your 
uncle.  Will  you  not  escort  me?” 

“It  will  be  useless,  my  dear  young  lady,  as  my 
uncle  would  not  relent  if  an  angel  from  heaven 
pleaded  with  him  in  such  a  case.” 

“I  am  not  an  angel  from  heaven,  but  I  will 
plead  with  him.  Come  and  introduce  me  to  your 
uncle,  and  assist  me  if  you  ever  hope  for  me  to 
smile  on  you  again.” 

The  young  lady  darted  out  of  the  open  door¬ 
way  without  waiting  for  a  response,  and  the  gal¬ 
lant  captain  was  compelled  to  follow  her.  Poor 
Paul  Rodney  was  standing  under  the  tree  at  the 
moment  with  the  rope  around  his  neck,  and  two 
troopers  stood  near  him  ready  to  swing  him  up 
when  ordered.  Eight  or  ten  other  armed  men 
stood  around  as  if  to  prevent  the  prisoner  f^m 
escaping.  Colonel  Barclay  strode  up  to  the  pris¬ 
oner  and  shook  his  fist  in  his  face,  as  he  cried  In 
savage  tones: 

“Confess  now,  you  infernal  rascal,  that  you  are 
in  league  with  those  rascally  rebels  who  aro 
known  as  the  Silent  Wolves.” 

Paul  Rodney  smiled  at  the  enraged  officer,  and 
then  answered  in  bold  tones: 

“I  am  not  engaged  with  the  Silent  Wolves, 
colonel,  but  I  will  tell  you  right  here  that  I  hope 
to  be,  before  very  long,  either.” 

“You  audacious  scoundrel,  how  dare  you  say 
that  to  me,  when  you  are  in  my  employ?” 

“I  was  employed  in  my  country’s  cause  before 
I  ever  spoke  to  you,  you  old  tyrant,  and  I  was 
only  humbugging  you  when  I  pretended  to  be 
hunting  down  the  brave  men  who  defy  your 
whole  army.” 

“Up  with  him,  then,  and  see  that^you  make  a 
good  job  of  it.” 

“Colonel  Barclay,  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to 
Miss  St.  Mars,  a  young  French  ladv  whom  you 
have  heard  me  speak  about,”  said  Captain  Bar¬ 
clay. 

The  brutal  colonel  turned  abruptly  and  bowed 
to  the  young  lady,  saying: 

“Excuse  me,  young  lady,  but  this  is  not  a  scene 
for  your  eyes.” 

The  two  troopers  had  hesitated  to  pull  Paul 
Rodney  up  in  the  presence  of  the  young  lady, 
who  addressed  the  colonel  in  earnest  tones,  say¬ 
ing: 

“Pardon  me,  colonel,  but  I  beg  you  will  not  pul 
that  young  man  to  death  without  giving  him 
time  to  repent  of  his  sins  at  least.” 

“1  beg  you  will  go  to  the  house,  young  lady, 
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as  I  can  not  permit  any  one  to  interfere  with  my 
acts  of  justice.” 

“I  thank  you  from  my  inmost  heart,  young 
lady,”  cried  Paul  Rodney,  “but  you  might  as  well 
be  talking  to  a  stone  as  trying  to  keep  that  old 
tyrant  from  taking  the  lives  of  human  beings.” 

“Silence,  you  rascal!”  thundered  the  colonel. 
“Young  lady,  I  beg  that  you  will  retire,  as  this 
is  not  a  fit  scene  for  you.” 

“I  will  not  retire,  sir,  and  I  protest,  in  the 
name  of  humanity,  against  such  an  outrage.  You 
hav«y  not  given  that  young  man  even  the  form  of 
a  trial.” 

“He  never  does,  young  lady,”  cried  the  pris¬ 
oner.  “Sure,  he  hung  up  a  brave  young  French 
officer  on  this  very  tree  when  he  knew  in  his  heart 
that  he  was  a  Frenchman  bom  at  the  time.” 

“That’s  an  infernal  lie,  you  scoundrel!”  roared 
the  colonel. 

“It  is  not  an  infernal  lie!”  cried  a  deep-toned 
voice  that  appeared  to  come  from  the  clouds. 

The  young  lady  screamed,  and  then  gasped 
forth : 

“Mercy  on  me,  that  is  the  voice  of  my.  dead 
brother  Dion!” 

“Yes,  yes,  Marguerite,”  cried  the  deep-toned 
voice  again,  “it  is  the  voice  of  your  dead  brother, 
and  he  now  tells  you  from  the  grave  that  he  died 
on  that  fatal  tree  by  the  order  of  the  wretch  who 
stands  before  you.” 

Colonel  Barclay  staggered  back  on  hearing  the 
accusation,  and  then  glared  around  as  he  gasped 
forth : 

“What  trick  is  this?” 

“It  is  no  trick,  you  inhuman  brute!”  answered 
the  voice,  “as  you  are  listening  to  the  voice  of 
the  dead  now.  Oh,  Marguerite, 
ware  of  the  wretches  who  are 
Colonel  Barclay  murdered  your 
blood  and  his  nephew,  Captain 
looked  out  of  the  window  while  I  was  stating  my 
name  and  rank,  and  he  did  not  raise  his  voice  to 
save  me.”  - 


Marguerite,  be- 
near  you  now. 
brother  in  cold 
Oscar  Barclay, 


The  young  officer  staggered  back  also  as  he 
gasped  forth: 

.  “You  cannot  believe  that,  Marguerite.” 

The  voice  was  then  heard  again  crying: 

“She  must  believe  it,  as  she  knows  that  her 
brother  never  lied  in  life,  and  he  will  not  speak 
from  the  grave  to  utter  a  falsehood.  Dare  the 
wretches  deny  that  I  was  put  to  death  on  that 
tree  as  an  Irish  rebel,  when  I  had  stated  my  name 


and  rank  to  them?” 

Colonel  Barclay  was  not  a  superstitious  man, 
and  while  he  was  a  little  dumfounded  at  first 
when  he  heard  the  solemn  voice,  he  soon  recov¬ 
ered  his  presence  of  mind  and  then  cried: 

“This  is  some  infamous  trick,  and  I  will  soon 
expose  it.  Retire,  young  lady,  as  I  assure  you 
that  you  are  the  victim  of  a - ” 


“I  am  not,  and  I  cannot  be  mistaken  in  my 
dear  brother’s  voice,”  interrupted  the  young  lady, 
in  agitated  tones.  “Oh,  Dion,  Dion,  give  me 
some  word  or  incident  in  our  early  life  that  will 
tell  me  that  it  is  not  a  stranger  who  is  thus  play¬ 
ing  on  my  imagination.” 

“I  will,  I  will,  dear  sister.  Do  you  not  remem¬ 
ber  that  day  outside  Marseilles  when  I  rescued 
you  from  the  huge  mastiff,  the  marks  of  whose 
"teeth  were  on  fny  arm  until  I  perished  on  that 
fatal  tree?” 


“Yes,  yes!”  gasped  the  young  lady. 

“Do  you  not  remember  that  I  warned  you 
against  having  anything  to  do  with  Oscar  Bar¬ 
clay?” 

“Yes,  yes,  Dion.” 

“Then  I  now  warn  you  to  beware  of  him,  and 
remember  that  he  and"  his  uncle  are  my  murder¬ 
ers.  I  will  tell  you  where  my  body  is  lying.” 

“Where,  Dion,  where?” 

“Then  you  will  find  it  on  the  top  of  the  moun¬ 
tain  in  a  direct  line  from  here.  The  spot  is 
marked  by  a  bare  brown  rock,  on  which  you  will 
find  my  name  cut.” 

The  colonel  was  staring  around  him  and  up 
into  the  tree  while  the  dialogue  was  going  on,  and 
he  then  cried  in  furious  tones,  pointing  upward: 

“Fire  up  in  that  tree  with  your  pistols,  men!” 

The  troopers  drew  their  large  pistols  and  aimed 
upward  as  the  colonel  continued: 

“We’ll  soon  have  the  rascal  down!” 

“Fooj!  Fool!”  yelled  the  deep-toned  voice. 
“Can  you  not  believe  that  you  hear  the  dead?” 

“Fire!”  cried  the  colonel. 

A  sharp  volley  rang  out,  and  a  terrified  scream 
burst  from  the  young  lady. 

“Fools — fools!  Do  you  not  know  that  you  can¬ 
not  injure  the  dead?” 

The  young  lady  then  grasped  Colonel  - 

by  the  arm,  crying: 

“Sir,  I  swear  to  you  that  it  is  my  brother 
Dion  whose  voice  I  heard.  Is  it  true  that  you  put 
a  young  French  officer  to  death  on  that  tree?” 

“It  is  not  true,  young  lady.” 

“It  is  true,  you  infamous  liar!”  rang  out  the 
voice  again,  “and  your  crime  was  witnessed  by 
an  old  woman  who  lives  in  the  town  and  who  is 
known  as  Molly  Malloy.” 

“Curses  on  the  old  hag!”  cried  the  colonel,  as 
he  broke  away  from  the  young  lady.  “What  has 
become  of  the  prisoner,  you  rascals?” 

A  cry  of  astonishment  burst  from  the  troopers 
as  the  smoke  cleared  away  from  under  the  tree, 
for  Paul  Rodney  was  no  longer  standing  there. 
The  night  was  dark  and  gloomy,  and  the  dense 
smoke  around  him  gave  the  brave  fellow  a  splen¬ 
did  chance  of  escaping.  While  they  were  all 
gazing  up  at  the  tree  an  old  woman  darted  out 
from  the  grove  and  cut  the  rope  above  his  head 
as  she  whispered  to  him: 

“Back  with  you  for  your  life  now.” 

Paul  Rodney  did  dart  back  into  the  grove  with 
the  speed  of  a  deer,  while  he  chuckled  to  himself, 
saying: 

“It  is  my  friend  Darby  Malloy  who  is  playing  . 
the  trick  on  them,  and  1  think  I  know  who  he  is 
now.  May  Heaven  bless  that  sweet  young  lady 
the  longest  day  she  lives,  and  I  will  be  her  slavo 
until  I  die.”  _ 

The  enraged  colonel  was  more  furious  '’than 
ever  when  lie  discovered  that  the  prisoner  had 
escaped,  and  he  cursed  and  swore  at  the  trooper* 
in  a  terrible  manner,  while  he  continued,  saying: 

“Out  with  the  guards  and  search  the  neighbor-  •• 
hood.  If  you  see  the  fellow,  shoot  him  down  oa 
the  instant,  without  any  mercy.” 

“I  beg  you  will  retire  with  me,  young  lady,” 
said  Captain  Barclay,  as  the  troopers  dashed  to 
and  fro  in  great  confusion. 

“I  will  retire  to  the  hotel  at  once,  sir,”  was  tha 
indignant  reply  from  the  young  ladv  as  she  re¬ 
turned  toward  the  house.”  ' 
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The  gallant  captain  followed  her,  saving: 

"I  can  assure  you  that  some  inlamous  trick 
has  been  played  on  you.” 

“Impossible,  sir!” 

“But  what  if  we  could  catch  the  scoundrel  who 
has  been  thus  playing  on  your  feelings?” 

“You  cannot  catch  the  dead,  and  that  was  my 
dear  brother's  voice  I  heard.  I  will  ride  up  to 
the  mountain  to  see  his  grave  this  very  night.” 

“That  is  out  of  the  question,  Marguerite,  as 
you  would  be  only  taken  by  the  vile  rebels.” 

“The  vile  rebels  will  not  injure  the  sister  of  one 
who  died  in  their  behalf.  I  insist  on  returning  to 
town  at  once,  where  I  will  secure  a  guide  and 
horse  to  take  us  up  to  my  brother’s  grave.” 

“If  you  insist  on  going,  my  dear  young  lady, 
I  will  accompany  you.” 

They  had  reached  the  door  at  the  moment,  and 
the  young  French  lady  turned  on  her  admirer  as 
she  demanded  in  sarcastic  tones: 

“Are  you  not  afraid  to  venture  up  on  the 
lonely  mountain  with  me?” 

“I  assure  you  that  I  am  not.” 

"Did  you  not  hear  my  brother  say  that  I  must 
_ Tide  to  his  grave  alone?” 

~~The  captain  frowned  and  shook  his  head,  as  he 
replied  in  impatient  tones: 

“Young  lady,  I  beg  that  you  will  not  be  so 
r-diculous  as  to  pay  attention  to  that  voice.  I 
assure  you.  on  my  word  of  honor,  that  it  is  but  the 
trick  of  some  rascal  who  may  have  known  your 
brother  here  and  who  has  learned  to  imitate  his 
voice.” 

“Then  how  could  that  rascal  know  about  the 
‘ncident  mentioned  by  my  brother?” 

“He  may  have  known  your  brother  here  in  Ire¬ 
land,  or  he  may  be  some  old  friend  of  his  from 
France,  and  hiding  here  at  present.” 

The  young  lady  shook  her  head  in  the  most 
positive*  manner  as  she  answered,  saying: 

“I  will  ride  up  to  the  mountain  to-night  at  all 
hazards,  and  see  if  the  rock  is  there  that  my 
>  rather  mentioned.  The  moon  will  be  up  in  a 
few  hours,  and  I  willjfind  a  guide  in  the  town.” 

“Nonsense,  nonsense!”  cried  Colonel  Barclay, 
as  he  entered  the  hallway  after  them. 

“It  is  not  nonsense,  sir,  and  I  insist  on  going 
to  seek  my  brother’s  grave,” 

“And  I  insist  that"  you  will  not  do  anything  of 
the  kind,  young  lady,”  replied  the  colonel,  in  se¬ 
vere  tones,  as  he  caught  some  warning  glances 
given  him  by  his  designing  young  nephew. 

“Captain  Barclay,  I  came  here  as  your  guest 
to-night,  and  I  demand  that  you  send  me  back  to 
the  hotel  as  soon  as  possible.” 

—  The  colonel  then  advanced  and  bent  a  stem 
glance  on  the  young  woman  as  he  said: 

“You  cannot  leave  this  house  to-night,  young 
ladv.”  ’ 

“Whv  not,  sir?” 

“Because  I  will  detain  you  as  a  suspicious  per¬ 
son.” 

“Do  you  mean  to  insult  me,  sir?” 

“Not* at  all,  but  I  must  do  my  duty.  You  have 
’n*t  come  from  France,  which  country  is  at  war 
with  England  at  present,  and  I  will  detain  you  as 
a  pr. -oner  until  I  am  convinced  that  you  are  not 
a  *py.” 

“You  infamous  wretches!  Is  this  the  manner 
ir.  which  you  treat  a  lady  who  has  come  here  to 
,tok  for  tfce  body  of  her  dear  brother?” 


Another  grim  smile  appeared  on  the  face  of 
the  magistrate  as  he  replied,  saying: 

“Yroung  lady,  I  must  do  my  duty.  We  will 
treat  you  with  all  courtesy,  but  I  must  say  that 
you  are  a  prisoner  at  present.” 

“\Y etches!  Wretches!  1  can  now  perceive  that 
my  dear  brother  spoke  the  truth.  I  do  believe 
that  you  murdered  him,  and  I  call  on  the  spirit 
of  the  dead  to  rescue  me  from  such  vile  beings.” 

“Y’our  prayer  will  be  heard,  dear  sister!”  cried 
the  deep-toned  voice  again.  “Fear  not,  as  I  will 
watch  over  you  and  guard  you  from  the  wretch 
who  enticed  you  here  for  his  own  villainous  ends.” 

“Heaven  be  praised!”  gasped  the  young  lady, 
as  she  sank  on  her  knees  and  clasped  her  hands. 
“Now  I  know  why  I  was  invited  to  this  wretched 
country.”  • 

Colonel  Barclay  and  his  nephew  sprang  to  the 
doorway  on  hearing  the  voice,  the  former  cry¬ 
ing: 

“This  is  intolerable!  Some  of  those  rascally 
Silent  Wolves  are  playing  tricks  on  us  again,  and 
we  must  find  them  out.” 

“Yes,  yes,”  cried  the  voice  of  the  dead.  “The 
rascally  Silent  Wolves  are  playing  tricks  on  you 
again,  but  you  will  never  find  them  out  until  the 
hour  of  your  death!” 

Then  into  the  room  came  two  troopers  with 
captain  Barkley,  and  they  were  dragging  the  old 
woman  between  them  as  prisoner. 

“I  suppose  I  am  considered  a  prisoner  also,’' 
said  the  young  lady. 

“For  the  present,”  answered  the  colonel. 

“I  want  to  tell  you,”  said  Old  Molly,  “that  you  - 
have  friends  on  the  hills  who  will  soon  take  you 
out  of  the  clutches  of  these  vampires.” 

“Take  her  to  the  strong  room!”  shouted  the 
colonel. 

But  suddenly  there  was  heard  a  great  commo¬ 
tion  outside  and  a  trooper  appeared  in  the  door¬ 
way  saying: 

“The  Silent  Wolves  are  out  again,  coloncd,  and 
they  are  riding  the  road  nearby.” 

“How  many  of  them  are  there?” 

“About  twenty,  sir.” 

“Fall  in,  then,  and  wTe  will  down  on  them.” 

In  less  than  two  minutes  the  fifty  troopers 
■were  charging  down  the  road,  the  colonel  shout¬ 
ing:  £Death  to  the  Silent  Wolves!” 


CHAPTER  V. — A  Daring  Maneuver. 


Drawn  up  on  the  broad  road  in  front  of  the 
park  wall  were  the  twenty  Silent  Wolves,  when 
the  troopers  charged  down  the  lawn  at  them. 
About  fifty  yards  on  the  other  side  of  the  road 
ran  a  deep,  narrow  stream,  which  was  the  terror 
of  fox  hunters  in  the  neighborhood.  The  banks 
of  the  stream  were  very  high  above  the  rushing 
water  below,  and  only  the  most  daring  jriders 
ever  thought  of  facing  their  horses  across  it  even 
in  the  wild  excitement  of  the  chase. 

Several  of  those  daring  riders,  from  time  to 
time,  had  received  severe  shocks  in  attempting 
to  leap  their  horses  from  bank  to  bank,  and 
scarcely  a  dozen  could  boast  of  achieving  t.l]e  feat 
during  the  lifetime  of  the  oldest  hunter  in  the 
country.  The  nearest  bridge  crossing  the  stream 
was  at  the  end  of  the  town,  and  it  was  nearly  a 
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mile  away  from  Colonel  Barclay’s  mansion.  The 
moon  was  coming  out  from  behind  the  clouds  as 
the  enraged  colonel  dashed  down  the  long  lawn 
to  charge  on  the  Silent  Wolves.  The  wolfish 
horsemen  were  drawn  up  on  the  road  as  if  de¬ 
termined  to  await  the  charge  of  their  numerous 
foes,  and  the  troopers  closed  in  battle  array  as 
they  neared  the  open  gate  leading  out  on  the 
thoroughfare.  Colonel  Barclay  still  led  his  men, 
crying: 

“Death  to  the  Silent  Wolves!  Cut  the  infernal 
rebels  to  pieces!” 

Silent  and  grim  and  stern,  the  Wolves  appear¬ 
ed  to  await  the  charge  until  the  troopers  were 
almost  within  pistol  shot  of  them.  Their  chief 
then  raised  his  sword  suddenly  and  made  a 
motion  toward  the  stream,  when  the  twenty 
horsemen  wheeled  about  in  perfect  order  and 
dashed  over  the  low  stone  wall  into  a  meadow. 

“We  have  the  rascals  now!”  cried  Colonel  Bar¬ 
clay.  “Charge  at  them,  my  men,  and  don’t  spare 
one  of  the  rascals!” 

A  wild  yell  burst  from  the  troopers  and  then, 
as  if  with  one  voice,  they  cried: 

“Death  to  the  Silent  Wolves!” 

The  grim  horsemen  rode  on  through  the  mea- . 
dow  toward  the  deep  stream,  and  the  troopers  in 
the  front  then  noticed  that  they  were  spreading 
out  into  one  column.  Fearing  some  trap,  Col¬ 
onel  Barclay  cried  a  halt  in  loud  tones.  The 
leader  of  the  Wolves,  who  were  still  on  the  right 
of  his  line,  turned  at  the  moment  in  his  saddle 
and  waved  his  sword  defiantly  back  at  the  troop¬ 
ers.  A  yell  of  rage  burst  from  Colonel  Barclay’s 
men  on'  perceiving  the  defiant  action,  and  the 
officer  himself  cried  in  furious  tones: 

“Fire  on  the  rascals  and  then  charge!  Shoot 
them  down,  cut  them  down,  and  don’t  show  the 
villains  the  least  quarter!” 

Out  rang  a  volley  from  the  pistols  of  the  troop- 
.ers,  and  the  smoke  was  not  yet  cleared  away 
•when  the  fifty  horsemen  were  galloping  up  to 
the  stream.  Right  at  that  stream  rode  the  twen¬ 
ty  wolves  in  one  line,  their  leader  waving  his 
sword  in  defiance.  Colonel  Barclay  rode  ahead 
of  his  men,  and  he  was  out  of  the  smoke  before 
them.  A  cry  of  surprise  then  burst  from  the 
old  veterans  he  beheld  the  twenty  horsemen 
clearing  the  stream  in  the  most  gallant  manner, 
and  he  yelled  aloud: 

“Halt!  The  infernal  rascals  must  be  mounted 
on  demon  steeds,  and  did  any  one  ever  see  any¬ 
thing  like  that  in  all  their  born  days?” 

The  troopers  drew  up  within  twenty  yards  of 
the  deep  stream,  and  more  than  one  among  them 

said  to  himself:  .  .. 

“It  is  useless  to  fight  against  them,  as  they 
cannot  be  human  beings  at  all.” 

After  halting  his  men,  Colonel  Barclay  rode 
forward  to  the  bank  of  the  stream  and  stared 
across  it  as  he  growled  forth: 

“The  infernal  scoundrels  have  stolen  the  best 
horses  in  the  country,  and  yet  I  did  not  imagine 
that  there  were  twenty  animals  in  the  country 
able  to  cross  that  jump  in  such  a  manner.” 

When  the  Silent  Wolves  crossed  the  stream 
they  rode  on  over  the  meadow  for  .about  thirty 
yards.  At  another  motion  from  their  leader  the 
grfrn  horsemen  wheeled  around  again  and  faced 
',h«ir  foes.  The  young  leader  then  rode  forward 
4omc  paces,  shaking  his  weapon  in  the  most  de¬ 


fiant  manner,  yet  not  a  single  word  did  he  utter. 
The  enraged  colonel  glared  at  him  for  some  mo¬ 
ments,  and  he  then  drew  a  pistol  as  he  cried: 

“You  infernal  scoundrel,  I’ll  have  one  shot  at 
you,  anyhow.” 

The  enraged  man  then  discharged  his  weapon, 
but  the  Silent  Wolf  was  not  injured.  Shaking 
his  sword  again  in  defiance,  the  young  leader  rode 
along  in  front  of  his  troop  and  back  again,  and 
all  the  Wolves  raised  their  swords  and  shook 
them  in  defiance,  as  if  they  meant  to  say: 

“Follow  us  if  you  dare.  Are  there  not  twenty 
of  you  bold  enough  to  cross  that  stream  and  give 
us  battle  on  even  terms?” 

The  enraged  colonel  appeared  to  understand 
the  challenge,  as  he  rode  back  to  his  men  and 
yelled  out  in  furious  tones: 

“My  brave  fellows,  you  are  all  well  mounted, 
and  will  not  twenty  of  you  follow  me  across  that 
stream  to  charge  on  the  rascals?” 

•  “We  will  all  follow  you,  colonel!”  cried  an  old 
sergeant,  who  had  a  splendid  horse  under  him. 

An  approving  shout  burst  from  the  men,  and 
then  the  cry  rang  out  once  more: 

“Death  to  the  Silent  Wolves!”  ^  -  — - 

Colonel  Barclay  was  a  cautious  man  even  in  his 
rage,  and  he  knew  full  well  that  it  would  be  dis¬ 
astrous  to  attempt  the  crossing  of  the  stream 
with  the  horses  under  the  troopers.  Some  of  the 
best  hunters  in  the  country  had  come  to  grief  in 
attempting  the  leap,  and  he  felt  certain  that  not 
more  than  ten  out  of  his  fifty  men  could  succeed 
in  reaching  the  grim  enemies  who  awaited  him 
on  the  other  ,  side.  Calling  to  the  old  sergeant, 
he  said  to  him: 

“Pick  out  twenty  of  your  best  horses  as  quick 
as  possible  and  form  them  in  line.  Send  three  of 
your  men  to  the  barracks,  and  let  another  troop 
cross  the  bridge  and  charge  the  rascals  on  the 
other  side.” 

The  old  sergeant  selected  three  men,  and  away 
they  rode  toward  the  town.  He  then  made  all 
haste  to  pick  out  twenty  of  the  best  horses  in 
the  troop,  and  the  line  was  formed  as  soon  as 
possible.  Colonel  Barclay  then  rode  out  in  front 
of  the  chosen  men,  crying: 

“My  brave  fellows,  will  you  try  a  dash  across 
that  stream  with  me  to  charge  those  infernal 
thieves  who  await  us  there?” 

Every  man  of  the  twenty  cried  out  in  response: 

“We  will  follow  you,  colonel!” 

The  stern  old  warrior  was  mounted  on  the  best 
hunter  left  in  the  stables  after  the  raid,  and  he 
was  a  daring  man  in  the  hunt  or  on  the  battle¬ 
field.  Spurring  the  good  animal  forward,  llr^ 
grim  old  veteran  raised  him  at  the  proper  time, 
and  over  the  frightful  leap  they  went  in  gallant 
style.  Then  on  after  him  dashed  the  twenty 
troopers,  while  their  comrades  behind  them  shout¬ 
ed  in  encouragement.  The  twenty  horses  rose 
as  one,  but  only  fifteen  of  them  struck  the  bank 
on  the  other  side  with  their  forefeet,  five  of  tho 
animals  refusing  the  fatal  leap.  A  wild  yell  of 
rage  burst  from  the  troopers  in  reserve  as  they 
sprang  from  their  steeds  to  assist  their  unfortu¬ 
nate  fellows  who  were  floundering  in  the  stream 
below.  Then  yells  of  despair  and  rage  were  min¬ 
gled  with  the  shrilly  neighs  of  the  struggling  an¬ 
imals  in  the  water  as  they  were  swept  down  tho 
stream. 

The  wildest  confusion  and  excitement  prevailed 
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on  the  right  bank,  as  the  troopers  ran  along, 
making  frantic  efforts  to  drag  their  comrades 
from  the  water  below.  Many  of  the  unfortunate 
fellows  who  attempted  that  fearful  leap  were 
crushed  beneath  their  horses  as  the  animals  fell 
back  into  the  stream,  while  others  received  crush¬ 
ing  wounds  that  rendered  them  helpless.  Colonel 
Barclay  stared  down  at  the  struggling  mass  for 
a  few  moments  in  a  terrible  state  of  anguish,  and 
he  then  turned  his  horse  and  charged  at  the  Si¬ 
lent  Wolves.  It  seemed  as  if  the  enraged  man 
was  about  to  dash  at  his  twenty  grim  foes  in 
desperation,  but  he  soon  wheeled  his  horse  again 
and  faced  the  stream  once  more  as  he  yelled 
aloud: 

‘*You  infernal  hounds,  you  will  not  get  me  in 
your  clutches  again  if  I  die  for  it!” 

Plunging  his  spurs  into  the  animal’s  sides,  the 
daring  man  raised  him  again  at  the  proper  time, 
and  over  they  went  in  gallant  style.  A  shout  of 
applause  burst  from  the  excited  troopers  as  they 
beheld  the  feat,  as  they  feared  that  their  gallant 
colonel  would  meet  the  fate  of  the  unfortunate 
fellows  in  the  stream. 

“Save  all  you  can!”  yelled  Colonel  Barclay,  as 
-hs-sprang  from  his  horse  and  ran  down  the  bank 
of  the  stream  to  assist  in  rescuing  his  men. 

The  excitement  became  so  intense  that  little 
or  no  thought  was  given  to  the  Silent  Wolves. 
The  troopers  did  not  hear  the  almost  silent 
tramping  of  the  twenty  horses  under  the  daring 
men  as  they  rode  back  toward  the  stream  again. 
They  did  not  for  a  moment  imagine  that  even 
the  Silent  Wolves  would  charge  back  on  them. 
On  toward  the  stream  the  silent  men  rushed  in 
open  line,  the  brave  leader  still  on  the  right  and 
nearest  to  the  busy  troopers.  One  wave  of  his 
Eword  and  up  to  the  bank  they  rushed,  the  twenty 
horses  riding  together  as  if  impelled  by  one  com¬ 
mon  impulse.  Then  a  yell  of  dismay  burst  from 
the  busy  troopers  as  the  twenty  Wolves  burst  in 
among  them,  cutting  and  slashing  without  mercy, 
and  hurling  them  into  the  stream  after  their 
comrades. 

Colonel  Barclay  was  dashed  to  the  ground  while 
In  the  act  of  mounting  his  horse  to  rally  his 
troopers,  and  he  lay  there  as  if  dead.  Not  a  pis¬ 
tol  shot  was  fired  on  either  side  in  that  brief  but 
desperate  struggle,  which  scarcely  lasted  two 
minutes  before  the  work  of  the  Silent  Wolves 
was  over  for  the  time.  In  less  than  five  minutes 
after  the  Silent  Wolves  leaped  over  the  chasm 
to  charge  their  scattered  foes,  the  young  leader 
was  facing  up  toward  the  mansion  at  the  head 
of  his  band,  and  all  the  troopers  in  and  around 
_the  stream  were  either  drowned,  slain,  or  se¬ 
verely  wounded.  In  the  meantime,  another  ex¬ 
citing  scene  was  being  enacted  up  at  the  mansion. 
Captain  Oscar  Barclay  was  about  to  ride  away  to 
the  charge  with  his  uncle,  when  the  latter  drew 
him  aside,  saying: 

“Those  treacherous  hounds  below  are  up  to 
some  mischief.  You  remain  behind  and  guard 
the  house  with  the  male  servants  and  about  five 
or  six  men  I  will  leave  you.” 

The  young  officer  was  only  too  glad  of  the 
chance  thus  presented,  not  that  he  feared  to 
play  his  part  in  the  expected  struggle  with  the 
V.  olves,  but  he  was  fearful  that  the  beauti¬ 
fy  ong  French  lady  might  escape  during  his 
m  JW&Hteniiig  into  til©  ziotu^  and  calling 


on  those  left  to  guard  the'  place  with  him,  Oscar 
Barclay  found  old  Molly  in  the  act  of  leading 
the  young  French  lady  out  of  the  parlor. 

“Where  are  you  going?”  he  demanded,  address¬ 
ing  the  old  woman. 

“I  am  going  to  show  this  young  lady  up  to  her 
bedroom,  of  course,”  was  the  prompt  reply. 

“The  women  of  the  house  will  attend  to  that, 
and  you  clear  out  of  here  as  soon  as  possible. 
Young  lady,  retire  to  the  parlor  again.” 

Two  of  the  troopers  seized  old  Molly,  as  if  to 
hurl  her  out  of  the  front  door,  while  she  cried: 

“Hands  off,  you  villains,  or  it  will  be  the  worse 
for  you,  I  can  tell  you!” 

Oscar  Barclay  led  the  young  lady  back  into  the 
parlor,  as  he  cried  to  the  troopers: 

“Lead  the  old  hag  down  to  the  road  and  leave 
her  there.”  . 

The  young  officer  then  closed  the  parlor  door 
and  turned  to  the  young  lady,  saying: 

“Dear  Marguerite,  I  will  now  endeavor  to  ex¬ 
plain  matters  to  you.” 

“I  do  not  need  any  explanation,  sir.  The  mere 
fact  of  my  being  detained  here  as  a  prisoner  is 
sufficient  for  me.” 

“But,  my  dear  young  lady,  you  must  not  blame 
me  #r  the  mad  act  of  my  stupid  uncle.  I  am 
now  ready  to  lead  you  to  the  town,  even  though 
I  will  have  to  face  his  anger  thereafter.” 

“Will  you,  indeed,  take  me  back  to  the  hotel?” 

“Just  as  soon  as  I  can  order  out  the  carriage. 
Remain  here,  and  I  will  return  to  you  in  a  few 
moments,  even  though  my  act  may  cause  my  un¬ 
de  to  disinherit  me.” 

Old  Molly  had  managed  to  get  awray  from  the 
troopers  again,  and  she  then  appeared  at  the 
parlor  door,  crying: 

“Do  not  go  with  the  young  rascal,  young  lady'-, 
as  he  is  only  leading  you  into  a  trap.” 

Captain  Barclay  cast  a  fearful  scowl  at  the  old 
woman,  and  attempted  to  push  her  out  of  the 
parlor,  as  he  cried  in  frantic  tones: 

“Will  no  one  get  rid  of  this  old  wretch  for  me?” 

The  old  woman  darted  to  the  side  of  the  young 
lady,  saying: 

“You  can’t  take  me  avmy  from  the  young  lady, 
and  her  friends  will  soon  be  here  to  save  her.” 

A  trooper  appeared  at  the  door  at  the  moment, 
and  the  captain  cried  to  him: 

“Seize  that  old  hag  and  put  her  in  the  strong 
room  at  once.” 

Instead  of  moving  toward  the  old  woman,  the 
man  made  a  bound  at  Captain  Barclay,  and  seiz¬ 
ed  him  by  the  throat,  as  he  hissed  forth: 

“It  is  you  will  feel  the  wyeight  of  my  hand.” 

The  gallant  young  officer  was  taken  so  much  by 
surprise  at  the  unexpected  assault  that  he  was 
flung  on  the  floor  by  his  assailant,  receiving  a 
stunning  blow  at  the  same  time,  before  he  could 
offer  the  least  resistance.  Old  Molly  sprang  to 
the  assistance  of  the  pretended  trooper,  saying: 

“That’s  the  vTay  to  serve  the  rascal  who  would 
whip  the  young  lady  aw7ay  on  the  sly,  if  he  had 
the  chance.  Don’t  let  him  open  his  lips  until  we 
have  him  bound  and  gagged.” 

The  young  lady  stared  in  astonishment  at  the 
strange  scene,  and  then  gasped  forth: 

“Mercy  on  me,  who  are  you?” 

“1  am  the  lad  you  interceded  for  out  under  the 
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trees,  miss,  and  I  am  here  now  to  save  you  from 
the  villain,  according  to  the  order  of  one  who 
will  soon  come  to  help  you  himself.” 

When  they  had  bound  and  gagged  the  gallant 
captain,  Paul  Rodney  and  old  Molly  drew  him 
into  a  large  closet,  the  latter  saying: 

“Well  done,  Paul.” 

The  young  man  bowed  to  the  young  lady  and 
then  turned  to  the  door  as  he  said  to  her: 


“It  will  be  best  to  remain  here  until  your 
friends  come  for  you,  young  lady.  I  will  keep 
&uard  here  at  the  door  and  no  one  will  come  in.” 

At  that  moment  the  pistol  faring  was  heard 
down  beyond  the  road,  and  old  Molly  clapped  her 
hands  as  she  exclaimed: 

“The  Silent  Wolves  are  at  work  again,  and 
they  will  be  here  soon,  I’ll  warrant.” 

“Who  are  the  Silent  Wolves?”  inquired  the 
young  lady. 

“No  one  knows  who  they  are,  but  it  is  supposed 
that  the  band  is  made  up  of  brave  French  officers 
and  our  Irish  boys  who  were  hunted  like  so  many 
wolves  by  the  cruel  Colonel  Barclay.” 

“But  I  heard  that  Colonel  Barclay  was  a  pris¬ 
oner  in  the  hands  of  the  Irish  rebels  himself  this 
very  day,”  said  the  young  lady. 

“And  so  he  was,  but  their  young  leader  .left 
him  off  because  his  fair  niece — and  a  beautiful, 
good  creature  she  is — begged  him  for  her  uncle. 
She  is  held  up  there  on  the  mountain  yet,  to 
keep  him  on  his  good  behavior.” 

“The  generosity  of  the  Silent  Wolves  does  not 
seem  to  have  much  influence  on  the  cruel  colonel 
.then,”  remarked  the  young  lady. 

“That  it  hasn’t.  Nothing  will  ever  cure  him 
his  cruelty  until  the  hand  of  death  is  laid  on 


The  conversation  was  then  interrupted  by  a 
cry  of  alarm  outside  the  house,  and  the  twenty 
Silent  Wolves  were  soon  bearing  down  on  those 
who  had  been  left  behind  to  guard  the  place. 


CHAPTER  VI.— On  the  Mountain  Road. 

When  Paul  Rodney  he^rd  the  alarm  cry  out¬ 
side,  into  the  parlor  he  sprang,  crying: 

“Here  are  our  friends  now,  Molly,  and  the 
young  lady  is  safe.” 

The  young  lady  smiled  at  the  young  fellow, 
and  replied  in  gracious  tones: 

“I  will  never  forget  your  kindness  and  bravery 
In  my  behalf,  sir.” 

“Don’t  talk  about  that,  miss,  for  the  thanks  is 
all  the  other  way.  I’ll  never  forget  how  you  beg¬ 
ged  the  old  colonel  to  spare  my  life  out  there.” 

While  the  young  man  was  speaking  off  went 
the  trooper’s  uniform,  and  he  soon  stood  before 
them  in  his  own  proper  costume.  Grasping  the 
saber  again,  Paul  took  his  stand  near  the  door¬ 
way  as  if  to  guard  against  intrusion  on  the  part 
of  any  of  their  enemies.  Then  cries  of  terror 
and  agony  resounded  through  the  house,  as  the 
Silent  Wolves  overpowered  and  slew  all  who  op¬ 
posed  them.  Captain  Barclay  heard  the  cries  in 
the  closet,  and  he  groaned  in  agony,  as  he  said  to 
rnmself: 

“We  are  betrayed  again,  and  what  can  my  un¬ 
cle  be  doing  with  his  men?” 

Old  Molly  listened  with  eager  ears,  smiling  at 


the  young  lady  from  time  to  time,  as  she  re¬ 
marked  : 

“Don't  you  have  the  least  fear,  young  lady,  as 
I’ll  wager  my  life  that  those  who  are  conquering 
now  are  your  friends.” 

The  unequal  struggle  outside  was  soon  over, 
and  when  all  was  still,  Paul  Rodney  opened  the 
parlor  door,  crying: 

“A  thousand  welcomes  to  the  Silent  Wolves 
from  one  of  their  own  kind.” 

The  words  were  scarcely  uttered  when  the  lead¬ 
er  of  the  band  appeared  at  the  open  door  and  ad¬ 
dressed  Paul  Rodney,  in  hoarse  tones,  saying: 

“Where  is  the  youpg  lady?” 

*“Here  she  is  all  safe,  sir.” 

The  young  French  lady  was  standing  in  a  cor¬ 
ner  behind  Old  Molly  when  the  strange  figure 
strode  into  the  room.  A  cry  of  terror  escaped 
from  the  young  woman  as  she  stared  at  the  re¬ 
pulsive  form  of  the  disguised  man,  and  she  clasp¬ 
ed  the  old  creature  by  the  arm,  as  she  gasped 
forth: 

“What  a  horrid-looking  being!” 

The  young  leader  of  the  Wolves  advanced  and 
bowed  to  the  young  lady,  as  he  said  to  her,  in 
his  hoarse  tones:  _ 

“Be  not  alarmed  at  our  appearance,  young  ladv, 
as  I  swear  to  you  that  we  are  all  sworn  friends 
of  your  late  noble  brother.” 

The  words  seemed  to  reassure  the  young  French 
lady,  as  she  smiled  at  the  uncouth  figure,  saying: 

“So  I  have  been  informed,  and  I  will  believe  it 
fully  if  you  will  mention  your  name.” 

“That  I  cannot  do,  young  lady,  as  we  are  all 
sworn  to  secrecy  on-  that  point,  but  I  can  tell 
you  and  vow  to  you  on  the  honor  of  a  French  of-^ 
ficer  that  you  will  be  safe  under  our  protection.” 

“Can  you  tell  me  where  my  brother  is  buried?” 

“Your  brother  is  buried  under  a  large  rock  on 
the  top  of  the  mountain  on  a  direct  line  from 
here.  If  you  will  come  with  us  you  will  see  his 
grave  this  very  night.” 

“Trust  him,  young  lady.”  pleaded  the  old  wo¬ 
man,  “and  on  my  life  you  will  not  be  sorry  for 
it.” 

“I  will,  I  will,”  answered  the  young  woman,  as 
she  offered  her  hand  to  the  wolfish  figure. 

The  young  man  took  the  fair  hand  and  pressed 
it  to  his  wolfish  mouth  as  he  said: 

“I  hereby  swear  fidelity  to  you  in  behalf  of 
the  twenty  Silent  Wolves.” 

Paul  Rodney  then  hastened  to  inform  the  lead¬ 
er  of  the  Wolves  about  their  prisoner,  and  he  at 
once  cried: 

“Drag  out  the  uTretch,  then!” 

Paul  Rodney  soon  dragged  the  prisoner  out  of 
the  closet,  crying:  .  -  — 

.  was.  trying  to  whip  the  young  ladv  awTay 
m  the  carriage  vflien  we  put  a  stop  to  his*  trick.” 

Dragging  the  gag  from  the  prisoner’s  mouth, 
the  Wolf  addressed  him  in  his  hoarse,  an^ry 
tones,  saying: 

“Captain  Oscar  Barclay,  how  dare  you  assail 
this  young  lady?” 

“I  did  not  assail  her,”  growded  the  prisoner. 

“You  lie,  you  wretch!  Did  vou  not  entice  her 
here  from  France,  under  the  plea  of  finding  the 
dead  body  of  her  brother,  and  did  vou  not  then 
bring  her  out  here  to  have  her  accused  of  being 
a  French  spy?” 

“That  vTas  my  uncle’s  w-ork,  and  I  had  nothing 
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to  do  with  it.  I  did  write  to  the  young  lady  to 
come  here,  as  she  had  written  to  me  imploring 
me  to  find  the  dead  body  of  her  brother.” 

“While  you  knew  it  was  impossible  to  find  it,  a 
strict  search  had  already  been  made  for  it  by 
your  uncle  and  his  men.” 

“I  hoped  to  find  it  yet,  sir.” 

“As  for  your  uncle,”  continued  the  Wolf,  “ho 
is  a  lying  wretch,  if  he  is  a  soldier.  I  released 
him  this  evening  on  condition  that  he  -would  take 
this  young  lady  out  of  your  clutches  and  send 
her  safely  back  to  France  again.” 

“I  was  about  to  take  the  young  lady  back  to 
the  hotel  in  the  town  when  that  young  scoundrel 
there  and  that  old  hag  surprised  me.” 

“Don’t  lie  any  more  than  you  can  help,  Oscar 
Barclay,”  cried  the  old  woman,  “as  I  know  that 
you  were  going  to  whip  her  away  to  another 
place,  where-  you  intended  to  force  her  to  marry 
you.” 

“We  are  wasting  time  here,”  cried  the  leader 
of  the  Wolves,  “as  we  must  be  away  to  the  moun¬ 
tains  before  our  foes  set  on  us  in  overpowering 
numbers.  You  will  come  as  our  prisoner,  Captain 
Barclay.” 

Another  of  the  Wolves  sprang  into  the  room  at 
'~Ehe  moment  and  whispered  to  his  leader,  saying: 

“Our  enemies  are  coming  in  force,  captain.” 

“From  whence?” 

“From  the  town.”  • 

“Are  the  spare  horses  ready?” 

“All  ready,  captain.” 

“Then  we  will  mount  and  away  at  once.  Gag 
the  prisoner  and  out  with  him.” 

The  young  leader  then  turned  to  old  Molly, 
saying: 

“Away  with  you  to  the  town,  old  friend,  and 
you  will  hear  from  me  soon  again.” 

Old  Molly  embraced  the  young  lady  in  an  im¬ 
petuous  manner  and  then  hastened  out  of  the 
room,  crying: 

“Long  live  the  Silent  Wolves,  and  may  they 
knock  fury  out  of  their  enemies  every  time  they 
ride  against  them  by  night  or  by  day.” 

Captain  Barclay  was  dragged  out  on  the  lawn 
and  placed  on  one  of  his  uncle’s  horses.  The 
young  lady  and  Paul  Rodney  were  also  supplied 
with  steeds  from  the  stables  behind  the  mansion. 
Just  before  starting  out  on  the  journey,  the  young 
leader  of  the  Wolves  drew  Paul  Rodney  aside  and 
said  to  him: 

“We  have  full  confidence  in  you  now,  Paul 
Rodney,  and  you  will  be  a  member  of  our  band 
hereafter.  Ride  beside  the  young-lady  during  the 
oumey  and  guard  her  against  any  stray  bullets 
f  we  are  forced  to  fight.” 

^“That  I  will,  captain,  and  a  bullet  will  have  to 
p"ass  through  my  body  before  it  will  harm  a  hair 

of  her  head.”  ,  .. 

A  bugle  blast  rang  out  from  the  road  at  the 
moment,  and  the  clattering  of  horses’  hoof3  could 
be  h*ard  soon  after.  One  of  the  Silent  Wolves 
rode  up  the  lawn  and  whispered  to  his  leader, 
saying: 

“Over  a  hundred  of  the  troopers  are  riding 

against  us.”  ,  ,  ,  .  . 

A  nod  or  two  from  the  leader  was  his  only  re¬ 
sponse  as  he  sprang  on  his  horse.  Then  away 
ov'r  the  lawn  and  behind  the  mansion  dashed 
the  strange  cavalcade,  with  the  prisoner,  the 
ycrung  lady,  and  Paul  Rodney  riding  within  the 


square.  Up  the  broad  avenue  toward  the  mansion 
dashed  over  a  hundred  troopers,  with  Colonel 
Barclay  at  their  head.  The  stem  old  officer  had 
recovered  from  the  blow  which  had  stunned  him 
for  the  time,  and  he  was  on  horseback  again,  more 
eager  than  ever  to  hunt  down  the  Silent  Wolves. 
He  could  see  the  band  riding  away  from  the 
mansion  and  passing  on  around  the  buildings 
toward  the  lawn  at  the  rear,  and  he  urged  on  the 
troopers  under  him,  as  he  cried  aloud: 

“They  are  making  for  the  mountain  again,  and 
we  must  chase  them  down.  Spur  on,  spur  on, 
for  dear  life,  and  avenge  those  who  have  fallen.-” 

The  troopers  did  spur  on,  yelling  and  shouting 
the  while  to  urge  on  the  animals  under  them. 
The  moon  was  then  out  in  full,  and  those  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain  could  perceive  all  the  ob¬ 
jects  moving  about  above.  Just  as  the  Silent 
Wolves  reached  a  broad  path  leading  up  the  hill, 
another  loud  bugle  blast  rang  out  above  them. 
Then  a  shout  of  triumph  burst  from  Colonel  Bar¬ 
clay,  and  he  turned  to  his  followers,  yelling: 

“We  have  the  rascals  hemmed  in  now,  and  we 
will  cut  them  to  pieces.” 

The  leader  of  the  Silent  Wolves  cast  one  glance 
up  at  a  largo  body  of  troopers  who  were  riding 
down  the  path  against  him,  and  he  then  made  & 
silent  motion  with  his  sword.  The  Silent  Wolves 
then  turned  to  the  right  and  swept  along  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain.  On  after  them  pressed  the 
troopers  below,  while  Colonel  Barclay  cried  out  to 
one  of  his  men: 

“Ride  up  to  the  officer  in  command  of  that 
troop  'and  tell  him  to  ride  back  up  the  mountain 
again  ' and  watch  the  paths  leading  up  while  we 
will  chase  the  rascals  up  to  him.” 

Away  rode  the  man  up  the  mountain  side,  un¬ 
til  he  ^reached  the  troopers  coming  down,  to  de¬ 
liver  his  order.  Along  the  foot  of  the  mountain 
dashed  the  Silent  Wolves  in  perfect  order,  and 
on  after  them  thundered  the  enraged  troopers, 
all  swearing  to  avenge  their  fallen  comrades.  The 
party  above  soon  gained  the  top  of  the  moun¬ 
tain  again,  but  the  officer  in  command  found  it 
impossible  to  obey  the  order  given  him. 

The  troopers  could  not  ride  along  the  moun¬ 
tain  top,  as  huge  rocks  barred  their  way,  and 
the  officer  in  charge  was  compelled  to  push  along 
over  the  path  before  him,  in  the  hope  of  finding 
an  opening  on  the  right.  After  riding  about  two 
miles,  the  leader  of  the  Wolves  made  anothei 
motion  with  his  sword,  and  the  troop  dashed  up 
a  steep  path.  The  troopers  were  not  far  behind 
at  the  time,  as  they  had  all  spurred  their  horses 
with  great  vigor.  Colonel  Barclay  cast  his  eyes 
up  again;  and  an  imprecation  escaped  from  his 
lips  when  he  could  not  perceive  the  other  troop  on 
the  top  of  the  mountain.  Up  the  second  path  the 
silent  riders  pushed,  still  moving  in  compact  or¬ 
der,  and  gliding  over  the  rough  ground  as  if 
their  horses  were  tireless. 

When  the  troopers  reached  the  foot  of  the 
mountain  all  their  horses  were  well  blown,  and 
the  impatient  colonel  fumed  and  raged  as  he 
urged  his  men  up  the  steep  ascent,  crying: 

“Spur  on,  you  rascals,  or  we  will  let  the  dogs 
escape  us  again.” 

“I  see  they  have  a  lady  and  two  other  prison¬ 
ers  with  them,  colonel,”  remarked  an  officer,  rid¬ 
ing  behind  them. 

“Yes,  yes,  I  suppose  the  scoundrels  have  cap- 
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tured  my  nephew  and  his  promised  bride.  Spur 
on,  spur  on,  and  our  friends  above  will  head  the 
rascals  off.” 

The  troopers  did  spur  on,  but  their  jaded  steeds 
were  soon  left  far  behind  by  the  fleet  horses 
under  the  Silent  Wolves.  The  colonel  looked  in 
vain  for  his  friends  on  the  top  of  the  mountain, 
as  the  officer  in  charge  of  the  troop  found  it  im¬ 
possible  to  reach  the  path  the  fugitives  were  then 
taking.  About  ten  minutes  after  the  Silent 
Wolves  reached  the  top  of  the  mountain,  Olive 
Barclay  was  seated  alone  in  the  rendezvous  of 
the  outlaws,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  opening 
as  she  muttered  to  herself: 

“Dion  promised  to  be  back  before  this,  and  I 
do  pray  that  no  ill  has  befallen  him.” 

The  tramping  of  muffled  hoofs  was  heard  at 
the  moment,  and  then  into  the  rendezvous  rode 
the  silent  cavalcade  with  their  new  recruit  and 
their  prisoner.  Olive  Barclay  stared  at  the  fair 
rider  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  ran  for¬ 
ward  to  clasp  the  French  girl  in  her  arms  as  she 
exclaimed: 

“Dear  Marguerite,  is  it  possible  that  I  see  you 
up  here?” 

“Dear  Olive,”  returned  the  French  girl,  “I  knew 
that  you  were  up  here,  and  I  came  to  see  you.” 

The  leader  of  the  Wolves  laid  his  hand  on 
Olive’s  arm  at  the  moment,  and  whispered  into 
her  ear,  saying: 

“Remember  that  you  are  not  to  betray  me,  even 
to  Marguerite  herself.” 

The  two  young  girls  were  soon  conducted  into 
another  apartment,  and  Olive  Barclay  did  not  no¬ 
tice  that  her  brother  was  in  the  hands  of  the 
Wolves.  The  young  officer  had  been  blindfolded. 
The  young  ladies  had  scarcely  retired  when  a  man 
in  the  garb  of  a  peasant  entered  the  rendezvous 
and  approached  the  leader  of  the  Wolves,  saying: 

“Captain,  the  whole  mountain  is  swarming  with 
troopers,  and  there  is  one  party  riding  along  tha 
path  leading  right  to  this  spot.” 

The  young  leader  flung  off  his  wolfish  disguise 
on  the  instant,  and  sprang  to  the  opening  of  the 
rendezvous,  crying: 

“Out  with  the  lights  here  and  close  the  passage 
on  me.” 

The  daring  young  fellow  was  soon  out  on  the 
mountain  path  and  peering  ahead,  when  he  per¬ 
ceived  the  troopers  under  Colonel  Barclay  riding 
toward  him. 


“The  hunt  is  growing  warm,”  he  muttered,  “and 
I  must  throw  them  off  the  scent  in  some  way.” 

Colonel  Barclay  was  advancing  toward  the  ren¬ 
dezvous  when  a  rough-looking  lad  appeared  sud¬ 
denly  before  him  crying: 

“Blood  and  thunder,  whoever  thought  to  see 
you  soldiers  up  here  so  near  the  riding  ground  of 
the  headless  horsemen?” 

Colonel  Barclay  recognized  the  lad  on  the  in¬ 
stant,  and  he  cried  out:  . 

“Seize  that  young  rascal,  as  it  is  old  Molly  s 
grandson,  and  I  believe  lte  is  a  spy  for  the  Silent 
Wolves.” 


Two  of  the  troopei*3  seized  the  lad. 

“What  are  you  doing  up  here?”  thundered  the 


colonel. 

“I  came  up  here  to  join 


the  headless  horse¬ 


men.” 

“Who  sent  you  up  here?” 
“Me  granny.'' 


“Did  you  find  them?” 

“No.  They  are  down  in  the  glen.” 

Ordering  his  men -to  dismount,  he  told  them 
to  proceed  to  the  glen  on  foot,  as  it  was  impos¬ 
sible  to  ride  a  horse  there. 

Seizing  a  chance  to  escape,  the  prisoner  leaped 
aside  and  sprang  on  a  trooper’s  horse  and  rushed 
headlong  down  the  mountain  toward  the  glen. 
The  colonel  and  his  men  were  thunderstruck.  But 
they  had  lost  their  prisoner.  The  colonel  and 
his  troopers  proceeded  to  the  glen,  but  found 
nothing  there  in  the  shape  of  an  enemy.  Weary 
were  the  troopers.  Suddenly  a  trampling  sound 
was  heard,  and  looking  up  they  saw  some  of  the 
horses  they  had  left  on  the  top  of  the  mountain 
coming  dashing  down  the  mountainside  right  in 
the  path  of  the  troopers.  Then  the  horses  stum¬ 
bled  and  fell  right  in  the  midst  of  the  troop, 
maiming  and  killing  many  of  them'.  Then  in  the 
midst  of  the  carnage  who  should  appear  above 
them  on  the  mountain  but  the  twenty  Silent 
Wolves.  They  it  was  who  had  stampeded  the 
horses.  The  colonel  gnashed  his  teeth  with  rage, 
but  could  do  nothing.  It  was  daylight  when  the 
colonel  reached  the  town,  and  not  a  single  horse 
had  been  recovered. 


CHAPTER  VII. — A  Futile  Appeal. 

“Would  to  Heaven,  Olive,  that  I  could  consent 
to  your  appeal  and  leave  this  country;  but  it  is 
impossible,  I  assure  you.  I  am  pledged  to  re¬ 
main  here  with  the  brave  hearts  who  are  fighting 
with  me,  and  here  I  will  remain  until  all  our 
dead  comrades  are  avenged.” 

Thus  spoke  the  young  leader  of  the  Wolves 
some  three  nights  after  he  had  vanquished  his 
enemies  in  such  a  disastrous  manner.  The  young 
man  was  seated  with  Olive  Barclay  in  a  small 
private  apartment  in  the  rendezvous  on  the  moun¬ 
tain,  and  he  had  cast  aside  his  wolfish  disguise, 
for  the  time  appearing  in  the  character  of  Darby 
Malloy.  A  deep  sigh  escaped  from  the  young 
girl,  and  she  resumed  her  appeal  by  saying: 

“But  you  certainly  will  permit  me  to  tell  Mar¬ 
guerite  that  you  are  alive?”  . 

No,  no,  my  dear.  Much  as  I  love  my  sister, 
she  must  mourn  me  as  dead  for  the  time.” 

“I  cannot  understand  why,  Dion.” 

“Because  I  wish  to  remain  as  one  dead  for  the 
present,  and  fight  on  with  the  gallant  men  who 
are  sworn  with  me  to  avenge  their  dead  com¬ 
rades  who  were  butchered  in  cold  blood  by  vour 
uncle  and  his  friends.” 

“But  Marguerite  would  not  betray  you,  and 
think  how  great  her  joy  would  be  to  know  ^ 

you  are  still  living,  dear  Dion.” 

“Marguerite  is  a  sweet,  dear  girl,  but  she  is 
not  over  discreet.  She  would  be  certain  to  tell 
some  one  in  France  that  I  am  alive,  and  then  my 
general  would  hear  it.  I  would  then  be  blamed 
for  not  using  my  best  efforts  in  striving  to  es¬ 
cape  from  this  country." 

\  ou  must,  dear  Olive.  In  a  few  days  from 
hence  I  hope  to  send  her  safely  to  Dublin  under 
the  guidance  of  Paul  Rodney,  who  appears  to  be 
a  very  able,  intelligent  young  fellow,  and  from 
thence  she  can  get  over  to  England,  where  she 
will  be  safe  from  the  persecutions  of  you* 
brother.” 
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“Then  you  fear  that  my.  brother  will  annoy  her 
again  if  you  set  him  at  liberty?” 

“I  do.  He  plotted  to  bring  her  over  here  to 
Ireland  after  .she  had  twice  refused  him  in  Paris. 
Your  uncle  is  in  the  plot,  and  he  will  seize  my 
sister  if  possible,  and  keep  her  as  a  prisoner.” 

“Then  that  is  why  you  will  not  release  Oscar 
at  present,  at  my  request?” 

“That  is  the  reason.  The  Silent  Wolves  fight 
in  the  open  field,  and  we  slay  our  enemies  with 
sword  and  pistol;  but  we  do  not  put  them  to  death 
after  capture,  much  as  some  of  them  deserve  it.” 

The  young  girl  sighed  again,  and  remarked: 

‘It  was  very  cruel  of  my  uncle  to  try  and  hang 
you  after  you  told  him  that  you  were  a  French 
officer,  even  though  he  does  hate  the  French  so 
much.” 

“Can  you  tell  me  why  he  hates  us  so  much, 
Olive,  as  I  understand  that  he  has  some  private 
reasons  in  addition  to  the  fact  that  we  are  at  war 
with  his  nation?” 

The  young  girl  blushed  a  little  before  she  re¬ 
plied,  saying: 

“It  is  a  painful  subiect,  but  it  may  be  well  to 
explain  why  my  uncle  nates  Frenchmen  sq  much.” 

“Is  it  a  family  secret,  then?” 

“It  is  a  family  affair,  but  not  so  much  of  a  se¬ 
cret,  and  the  truth  is  this:.  My  uncle  married  a 
beautiful  young  Irish  girl  when  he  was  young, 
and  they  had  one  son.'  They  did  not  live  very 
happily  together,  and - ” 

“I  shouldn’t  think  they  would,”  interposed  the 
young  Frenchman,  with  a  merry  smile,  “if  your 
uncle  did  not  have  a  more  amiable  temper  at  that 
time  than  he  has  now.” 

“In  any  case,  they  did  not  live  many  years  to¬ 
gether,  as  my  uncle’s  young  wife  ran  away  from 
him  with  a  handsome  Frenchman  while  they  were 
stopping  in  Paris.  It  was  said  that  she  fled  to 
America  with  the  Frenchman,  taking  her  infant 
boy  with  her,  and  it  was  afterward  reported  that 
she  returned  here  to  Ireland  to  die  with  her  own 
people.” 

“And  her  son?” 

“My  uncle  never  sawT  his  son  afterward.  He 
searched  for  him  in  America,  and  in  this  country, 
but  he  could  never  find  a  trace  of  him.  I  really 
believe  that  he  would  not  be  so  cruel  to-day  if  his 
son  had  been  left  to  him.” 

“Perhaps  not,”  remarked  the  young  man.  “Did 
your  uncle  ever  encounter  the  Frenchman?” 

“He  did,  as  they  afterward  met  in  Paris  and 
fought  a  duel  there  with  swords.  My  uncle  was 
severely  wounded  in  that  duel,  and  that  adds  to 
his  bitterness.” 

“Then  why  did  he  not  fight  his  opponent  again, 
^h^n  he  recovered  from  his  wound?” 

‘Tie  did  seek  the  Frenchman,  as  I  understand, 
but  he  learned  that  he  was  killed  in  battle  soon 

after.”  ,  ,  . 

The  young  man  pondered  a  few  moments  and 

then  remarked: 

"I  cannot  conceive  why  your  uncle  should  hate 
all  Frenchmen  on  that  account,  as  many  of  his 
own  countrymen  -would  be  only  too  glad  to  run 
away  with  his  handsome  young  Irish  wife.” 

“Let  us  not  speak  any  more  on  that  subject,” 
faid  the  young  girl,  with  a  blush.  “Now  can  I 
not  prevail  on  you  to  leave  Ireland  with  your 
t'n  ter?”' 


“You  seem  to  be  in  a  great  hurry  to  get  rid 
of  me,  Olive,  and  that  is  not  kind.” 

“You  know’  I  am  not  in  a  hurry  to  get  rid  of 
you,  and  I  would  be  only  too  happy  to  fly  with 
you  to  France  if  you  will  consent  to  leave  this 
country.” 

“It  is  hopeless,  Olive.  Here  I  must  remain 
until  the  struggle  is  over.  Were  I  in  a  different 
position,  I  would  beg  of  you  to  become  my  bride 
at  once,  but  I  could  not  ask  you  to  share  this  life 
of  poverty  and  danger.” 

“Dear  Dion,  when  you  released  my  uncle,  I 
promised  to  become  your  bride.  I  am  willing  to 
fulfill  that  promise  and  share  your  dangers,  in 
the  hope  that  I  can  then  prevail  on  you  to  fly 
with  me  to  France.” 

The  young  man’s  only  response  w^as  to  clasp 
the  fair  girl  in  his  arms  and  imprint  a  kiss  on 
her  lips.  Olive  Barclay  felt  that  it  w’ould  be 
useless  to  plead  with  him  any  more  at  that  time, 
and  she  remained  silent  on  the  subject  under  dis¬ 
cussion.  During  the  three  clays  that  elapsed  since 
the  crushing  defeat  of  the  troopers  on  the  moun¬ 
tain,  Colonel  Barclay  was  more  vigorous  than 
ever  in  his  pursuit  of  the  Silent  Wolves.  The 
whole  mountain  fairly  sw’armed  with  horse  and 
foot  soldiers,  who  searched  night  and  day  for  the 
hiding  place  of  the  daring  band:  The  enraged 
officer  also  sought  for  old  Molly  Malloy  and  her 
grandson,  but  he  could  not  find  a  trace  of  the 
active  old  creature  and  her  roguish  boy.  The 
Silent  Wolves  were  wise  enough  to  keep  under 
cover  during  that  time,  as  it  would  have  been 
madness  for  them  to  sally  forth  when  they  were 
certain  to  be  assailed  at  all  points  by  overwhelm¬ 
ing  numbers. 

Marguerite  St.  Mars  remained  in  the  rendezvous 
with  her  friend,  Olive  Barclay.  The  young  girls 
had  be'en  schoolmates  in  Paris  in  their  younger 
days,  and  they  were  very  much  attached  to  each 
other.  Captain  Oscar  Barclay  was  kept  in  strict 
confinement  in  the  rendezvous,  and  he  was  not 
even  permitted  to  see  his  sister.  The  leader  of 
the  Wolves  was  very  anxious  to  send  his  beautiful 
young  sister  away  to  a  place  of  safety,  as  he 
dreaded  the  consequences  of  her  falling  into  the 
power  of  the  Barclays  again.  It  was  fully  a 
week,  however,  before  the  vigilance  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  relaxed  on  the  mountain,  and  even  then  most 
of  the  paths  therefrom  were  guarded  by  the 
troopers. 

On  a  certain  stormy  night  an  old  woman  in  the 
garb  of  a  peasant  appeared  on  horseback  in  a 
village  some  ten  miles  from  the  garrison  town, 
and  she  was  accompanied  by  a  man  of  forty-five, 
who  passed  as  her  son.  The  man  wore  a  heavy 
reddish  beard,  a  large  gray  overcoat,  and  a  rough 
felt  hat.  He  had  all  tne  appearance  of  a  drover 
on  the  lookout  for  good  cattle,  and  he  repre¬ 
sented  himself  as  being  in  that  line  of  trade  on 
stopping  at  the  principal  tavern  in  the  village. 
The  rain  was  falling  in  torrents  when  the  travel¬ 
ers  entered,  the  tavern,  and  the  drover  soon  in¬ 
quired  if  his  old  mother  could  not  have  a  snug 
bedroom  for  the  night.  The  travelers  were  ac¬ 
commodated  as  desired,  and  the  old  wroman  soon 
retired  to  her  room.  Very  early  on  the  following 
morning  Captain  Oscar  Barclay  and  the  spy  from 
Dublin  entered  the  tavern.  The  spy  was  disguised 
as  a  trooper,  and  he  had  his  ears  and  eyes  about 
him  at  all  times.  When  the  drover  came  down 


16 


THE  TWENTY  SILENT  WOLVES 


from  his  bedroom  he  started  slightly  on  seeing 
Captain  Barclay,  and  the  spy  noticed  him  with¬ 
out  pretending  to  do  so.  Captain  Barclay  and 
the  pretended  trooper  soon  mounted  their  horses 
again  as  if  to  proceed  on  a  journey.  The  drover 
and  his  mother  left  the  tavern  soon  after.  They 
had  scarcely  left  the  village  when  Captain  Bar¬ 
clay  and  a  dozen  troopers  dashed  out  after  them 
on  the  road.  The  spy  was  riding  beside  the  young 
officer  as  they  approached  the  travelers,  and  he 
addressed  him,  saying: 

“I  am  certain  of  my  man.  sir,  and  you  may  hang 
me  if  that  is  not  Paul  Rodney!” 

The  pretended  drover  and  his  mother  were  soon 
surrounded  by  the  troopers.  Captain  Barclay 
addressed  the  man  in  rough  tones,  crying: 

“Paul  Rodney,  you  are  my  prisoner.” 

The  spy  sprang  from  his  horse  and  attempted 
to  pull  the  disguise  from  the  young  man’s  face, 
but  Paul  let  fly  with  his  blackthorn  stick  and 
stretched  the  rascal  on  the  ground,  as  he  cried: 

“I’ll  floor  you,  anyway.” 

Before  the  young  man  could  make  any  further 
resistance,  four  of  the  troopers  sprang  at  him, 
and  overpowered  him,  while  he  cried: 

“For  goodness’  sake,  don’t  harm  my  poor 
mother,  as  she  had  nothing  to  do  with  my  acts.” 

“Your  mother!”  exclaimed  Captain  Oscar  Bar¬ 
clay,  as  he  seized  the  pretended  old  woman  and 
drew  her  from  the  horse.  “Whether  she  is  your 
mother  or  not,  I  will  honor  her  by  placing  her 
before  me  on  the  saddle.  Ha,  ha,  my  dear  Mar¬ 
guerite,  you  could  not  escape  me  in  that  way. 
When  your  friend  on  the  mountain  released  me 
before  daybreak  this  morning,  I  felt  assured  that 
you  were  on  the  wray  to  Dublin,  and  here  I  came 
after  you.” 

“You  infamous  wretch!”  cried  the  disguised 
French  lady,  as  she  struggled  to  free  herself 
from  the  young  officer’s  grasp,  “I  will  hate  you 
now  more  than  ever!” 

The  colonel  sat  in  his  library  the  next  day  af¬ 
ter  the  capture  of  Paul  and  the  French  lady. 
Phil  had  been  condemned  to  die  at  the  close  of 
day.  Suddenly  into  the  room  came  Darby  Mal¬ 
loy,  who  strode  up  to  the  colonel  and  handed  him 
a  note,  which  stated  that  Paul  Rodney  must  be 
released  at  once  or  the  Silent  Wolves  would  put 
his  son,  who  was  in  their  power,  to  death.  “If 
you  do  not  release  him  and  the  bearer  of  this 
at  once  he  will  be  put  to  death.” 

Colonel  Barclay  was  dumfounded.  “Can  it  be 
possible  that  my  son  is  in  his  power?” 

Then  into  the  room  burst  Oscar  Barclay,  ex¬ 
claiming:  “Oh,  uncle,  the  young  lady  has  just 
killed  herself.” 

“What  young  lady?”  * 

“Marguerite  St.  Mars.” 

A  cry  of  rage  escaped  from  the  disguised 
young  French  officer,  and  he  sprang  at  Oscar 
Barclay  and  seized  him  by  the  throat. 


CHAPTER  VIII. — Strange  Complications. 

After  seizing  Oscar  Barclay  by  the  throat  the 
enraged  leader  of  the  Wolves  had  him  on  the 
floor  in  an  instant  and  flashed  out  a  dagger  at 
the  same  time.  The  young  officer  yelled  with 
terror  and  called  on  his  uncle  to  save  him.  Col¬ 


onel  Barclay  did  spring  at  the  young  Frenchman 
as  soon  as  possible,  seizing  him  by  the  arms  from 
behind  as  he  cried: 

“In  here,  men,  and  secure  this  rascal.” 

A  cry  of  agony  then  burst  from  Oscar  Bar¬ 
clay,  as  he  felt  the  dagger  piercing  his  breast, 
while  the  young  Frenchman  cried: 

“Thus  do  I  avenge  my  dear  sister!” 

Colonel  Barclay  dragged  the  young  man  back 
from  his  victim,  crying: 

“You  confounded  fool,  you  have  betrayed  your¬ 
self  very  nicely!” 

Then  into  the  room  rushed  several  of  the 
troopers,  and  they  all  set  on  the  heroic  young 
Frenchman,  who  was  struggling  with  Colonel 
Barclay  in  a  desperate  manner  as  he  kept  crying: 

“You  perfidious  hound,  you  drove  my  poor  sis¬ 
ter  to  self-destruction  by  your  treachery,  and  no 
human  power  can  keep  2ne  from  slaying  you.” 

As  the  young  Frenchman  uttered  the  threat  he 
burst  away  from  Colonel  Barclay  and  the  troop¬ 
ers,  using  the  dagger  on  them  with  terrible  ef¬ 
fect.  Just  as  he  reached  the  door,  as  if  to  go  in 
search  of  the  dead  young  lady,  Marguerite  St. 
Mars  appeared  before  him,  crying: 

“Is  that  the  voice  of  the  dead  I  heard  in  here 
again  ?” 

Dion  St.  Mars  then  sprang  to  embrace  his-  sis¬ 
ter,  speaking  in  excited  but  natural  tones  as  he 
cried: 

“You  are  alive,  my  dear  sister,  and  you  did  not 
slay  yourself  as  they  told  me.” 

Other  troopers  crowded  into  the  room  at  the 
moment,  and  seized  the  desperate  young  French¬ 
man.  Then  out  rang  Colonel  Barclay’s  voice  in 
mocking  tones,  as  he  cried: 

“That  was  a  dear  joke  on  your  part,  Oscar, 
but  it  has  succeeded.” 

Oscar  raised  his  head  from  the  floor,  feeling 
his  breast  at  the  same  time,  as  he  cried: 

“His  weapon  did  not  strike  home,  thanks  to  the 
plate  I  wear,  and  now  part  of  the  mystery’  is  ex¬ 
plained,  as  there  stands  Captain  Dion  St.  Mars, 
who  was  playing  the  part  of  Darby  Malloy.” 

The  desperate  young  Frenchman  appeared  to  be 
so  rejoiced  at  finding  his  sister  alive  that  he  did 
not  dream  of  resistance  while  he  was  embracing 
her.  Then  Colonel  Barclay’s  troopers  set  on  him 
afresh,  dragging  him  away  from  his  sister’s  em¬ 
brace  as  they  disarmed  and  overpowered  him. 

“Drag  him  out  to  the  gallows,”  yelled  the  stern 
colonel,  “and  we  will  see  if  the  Silent  Wolves  will* 
save  him  now.  We  will  cry  death  to  one  of  the 
Wolves,  at  least,  to-night.” 

The  troopers  were  dragging  the  .voung  pris¬ 
oner  out  of  the  room  when  Olive  Barclay  burst 
in  with  a  scream  and  clasped  the  young 
around  the  neck,  exclaiming: 

“My  dear  Dion,  they  must  not  put  you  to  death, 
as  I  will  beg  of  my  uncle  to  save  you.” 

“You  will  beg  in  vain,  then,  girl.” 

The  stern  old  officer  then  seized  the  girl  and 
drew  her  away  from  the  prisoner,  as  he  contin¬ 
ued  : 

“He  will  die  to-night  if  he  were  vour  own 
brother.” 

“But  he  spared  your  life,  uncle,  when  you  were 
in  his  power.” 

“I  care  not  for  that,  girl.” 

“He  spared  my  brother’s  life  also.” 
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“I  care  not  for  that,  I  tell  you,  as  I  must  and 
I  will  do  my  duty." 

“Oh.  uncle — uncle,  spare  his  life,  for  my  sake, 
as  he  is  my  husband.’’ 

“Your  husband!”  gasped  the  stern  old  officer. 

“Yes — yes,  I  swear  he  is.  I  loved  him  when  I 
met  him  in  Paris  a  year  ago,  and  I  become  his 
wife  two  nights  ago  up  on  the  mountain.  He  is 
a  Frenchman  and  your  enemy,  but  he  is  a  noble 
gentleman  and  a  brave  officer.” 

The  troopers  were  dragging  the  prisoner  out 
of  the  room  when  the  colonel  cried: 

“Hold,  there!” 

Pushing  his  niece  rudely  away  from  him,  he 
strode  up  to  the  prisoner  and  demanded: 

“Is  it  true  that  my  niece  is  your  wife?” 

“It  is  true,  sir.” 

“You  do  not  deny  that  you  were  one  of  the 
Silent  Wolves?" 

“I  do  not  deny  it.  You  persecuted  the  French 
officers  in  this  country  and  their  Irish  friends 
in  the  most  inhuman  manner,  and  we  banded  to¬ 
gether  to  defend  ourselves  against  your  tyranny.” 

“Then  you  confess  that  you  are  an  infamous 
py?* 

“I  only  confess  that  we  fought  you  as  brave 
'uy.  that  we  never  put  one  of  our  prisoners  to 
u’JIith,  and  that  we  spared  even  you  when  you 
were  in  our  power.” 

“Oh,  that  is  true,  dear  uncle,”  pleaded  Olive, 
and  spare  him  in  turn.” 

“Silence,  you  wretched  girl.  Retire  to  your 
room  at  once,  and  I  will  punish  you  hereafter. 
The  prisoner  will  die  to-night,  even  were  he  my 
own  son.” 

“Then  your  own  son  will  die  with  him!”  cried 
old  Molly  Malloy,  as  she  sprang  into  the  room. 

“You  here  again,  you  old  ivretch!”  cried  Colonel 
Barclay. 

“Yes,  I  am  here  again,  and  I  tell  you  that  you 
must  not  put  that  young  man  to  death.  If  you 
do,  your  own  son  will  be  put  to  death  with  him.” 

.The  old  woman  spoke  in  such  thrilling  and 
earnest  tones  that  the  stern  old  officer  quailed 
before  her.  Colonel  Barclay  was  meditating  with 
a  dark  frown  on  his  stern  brow,  when  the  rold 
woman  stole  to  his  side  and  whispered  to  him, 
saying: 

“Did  not  your  wife  fly  with  a  Frenchman  long 
ago,  you  merciless  tyrant?” 

“What  of  that,  you  old  wretch,  and  how  dare 
you  recall  that  subject  to  me?” 

“I  must  recall  it.  Did  not  your  wife  bear  your 
son  away  with  her  at  the  time?” 

“What  has  that  got  to  do  with  this  young  man 
here  ?  ” 

“It  has  a  good  deal.  May  not  it  Be  possible 
*hot.  the  young  prisoner  is  your' own  son?” 

“He  is  a  spy  and  he  must  die!”  hissed  the 
stern  old  officer.  At  that  moment  a  slight  com¬ 
motion  was  heard  outside,  and  then  Oscar  Bar¬ 
rel  ay  pushed  into  the  room  and  addressed  his  uncle 
in  agitated  tones,  saying: 

“I  have  important  news  for  you,  colonel.” 

“What  is  it?" 

“Pen!  Rodney,  the  young  prisoner,  has  escaped 
from  the  guardhouse  in  Dranmore,  and  the  Silent 
Wolves  are  out  again  to-night.” 

Old  Molly  Malloy  danced  around  in  triumph 
and  waved  iwi  aloft  as  she  cried: 

"Glory  to  Paul  Rodney  and  the  Silent  Wolves! 


Now  we  will  see  if  the  brave  young  man  there  is 
put  to  death  to-night,  whether  he  is  your  son  or 
not.” 

“Long  live  the  Silent  Wolves!”  cried  the  pris¬ 
oner,  “and  their  new  chief  as  well.  Paul  Rodney 
will  lead  them  to  victory  to-night.” 

“Silence!”  thundered  Colonel  Barclay.  “If  the 
Wolves  are  out  to-night  we  will  hunt  them  all  to 
death,  and  you  will  be  the  first  to  suffer.  Oscar, 
drag  your  sister  away  and  put  her  under  guard.” 

The  stern  man  then  gave  orders  for  dragging 
the  prisoner  out  for  execution,  while  he  caused  all 
the  troopers  in  and  around  the  house  to  get 
ready  for  action.  Once  more  was  the  chief  of 
the  Wolves  dragged  out  under  the  tree  with  a 
rope  around  his  neck.  His  wife  and  sister  were 
not  permitted  to  see  him  again,  as  they  were  both 
held  as  prisoners  in  the  mansion.  W’hen  the 
brave  young  French  soldier  stood  under  the  fatal 
tree  again,  he  cast  a  defiant  glance  around  at  his 
enemies,  as  he  cried: 

“If  I  should  die  to-night,  and  it  is  not  so  writ¬ 
ten,  I  call  on  the  Silent  Wolves  to  avenge  me.” 

Then  out  rang  the  old  woman’s  voice,  as  if  com¬ 
ing  from  the  top  of  the  house,  as  she  cried: 

“Peter  Barclay!  Peter  Barclay,  now  beware 
how  you  put.  that  young  man  to  death,  as  you  are 
signing  the  death  warrant  for  your  own  son.” 

“String  him  up!”  cried  the  stern  officer.  “He 
will  die  now,  Molly,  unless  you  give  me  better 
proof  about  what  you  told  me  last.” 

The  old  woman  did  hot  answer  from  her  hiding 
place  at  the  time,  but v the  prisoner  cried: 

“To  the  death  I  defy  you.  cruel  tyrants,  and 
again  will  I  escape  from  a  disgraceful  death  as 
I  did  before.  I  now  call  on  the  Silent  Wolves  to 
aid  me.”  , 

As  if  in  answer  to  the  appeal  out  rang  a  wild 
shout  from  the  grove  beyond,  followed  by  sev¬ 
eral  musket  shots  from  the  same  direction.  Sev¬ 
eral  of  the  troopers  fell  under  the  fire,  and  Col¬ 
onel  Barclay  cried  out: 

“Charge  on  the  wretches  in  the  grove.  Guard 
the  prisoner  to  the  death!” 

J\  _ 

CHAPTER  IX. — At  Work  in  Earnest. 

The  prisoner  himself  was  not  idle  during  the 
attack,  and  he  had  a  friend  near  as  well.  One  of 
the  troopers  who  made  himself  very  busy  around 
the  prisoner  by  slipping  the  rope  on  him  before 
the  alarm  was  given,  whispered  into  his  ear  at 
the  same  time,  saying: 

“Don’t  despair  yet,  captain,  as  you  have  a 
friend  near  who  will  help  you.” 

The  captain  of  the  Wolves  did  not  respond. save 
by  one  glance  of  intelligence,  but  he  waited  pa¬ 
tiently  for  action  on  the  part  of  his  unknown 
friend.  When  the  first  shout  came  from  the  grove 
Dion  St.  Mars  felt  that  the  ropes  on  his  arms 
were  being  severed,  while  the  voice  whispered 
into  his  ear  again,  saying: 

“Up  to  the  tree  with  you  when  the  fight  com¬ 
mences!” 

At  that  time  all  was  ready  for  the  hanging- 
match,  as  the  rope  was  suspended  over  the  high 
branch,  and  Colonel  Barclay  yelled: 

“Swing  him  up  now  in  the  faces  of  his  friends, 
and  then  we’ll  at  the  dogs  in  earnest.” 
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Three  of  the  troopers  pulled  on  the  rope  and 
up  went  the  prisoner.  Colonel  Barclay  saw  his 
victim  ascending  to  the  branch,  but  he  did  not 
perceive  that  the  active  youth  was  aiding  himself 
in  the  ascent  with  his  own  hands.  Then  a  yell 
of  rage  burst  from  the  stern  man  as  he  turned 
his  eyes  on  his  victim  again,  and  he  fired  his 
pistol  up  in  the  tree,  as  he  yelled: 

“The  scoundrel  is  going  up  into  the  tree  and  he 
is  using  his  hands  in  climbing.” 

The  prisoner  was  using  his  hands  and  feet,  also, 
with  good  effect,  as  he  was  up  in  the  thick 
branches  before  Colonel  Barclay  could  yell  out 
again : 

“Fire  up  after  the  rascal  and  bring  nim  down, 
and  we  must  have  traitors  around  us.” 

Dion  St.  Mars  sent  forth  a  mocking  defiance 
as  he  disappeared  in  the  thick  branches  above, 
crying: 

“I  am  not  destined  to  die  on  the  gallows  to¬ 
night,  you  merciless  tyrant!” 

Then  old  Molly  Malloy’s  voice  could  be  heard 
crying: 

“Did  I  not  tell  you  that  the  Silent  Wolves  were 
out  again  to-night,  and  that  they  would  save 
their  young  chief  from  the  gallows?” 

Colonel  Barclay  became  furious  on  hearing  the 
voice  of  the  defiant  old  woman  again,  and  he  or¬ 
dered  his  men  to  send  another  volley  up  into  the 
tree,  crying: 

“Guard  here  under  the  tree,  some  of  you,  and 
the  others  follow  me  into  the  house.” 

As  the  colonel  led  his  men  toward  the  front 
hallway  he  cast  another  glance  upward,  and  he 
then  noticed  that  one  of  the  branches  of  the  big 
tree  spread  over  very  near  to  an  open  window. 
Leading  his  men  into  the  hallway,  he  found  the 
troopers  inside  attempting  to  force  their  way  up 
the  broad  staircase,  jvhich  was  barricaded  by 
beds,  bureaus,  and  other  articles  of  furniture. 
The  old  soldier  then  knew  that  some  of  the  reb¬ 
els  had  entered  the  house  in  a  secret  manner,  and 
that  they  were  then  holding  the  upper  floor 
against  the  troopers  first  sent  in  at  them. 

One  glance  around  told  him  that  several  of  his 
men  had  fallen  in  the  broad  hallway,  and  that 
the  rebels  must  have  offered  a  strong  resistance 
from  behind  the  barricade  above.  A  dozen  troop¬ 
ers  rushed  up  with  their  officer,  and  the  barricade 
was  soon  torn  away.  Those  in  the  upper  part  of 
the  house  did  not  appear  to  offer  any  resistance 
at  the  time,  and  the  colonel  reached  the  second 
floor  with  a  score  of  his  men.  Then  a  dense  vol¬ 
ume  of  smoke  swept  against  them,  out  shot  flames 
from  the  apartments  near,  and  the  stern  old  sol¬ 
dier  was  compelled  to  cry:  . 

“Back,  back,-  and  get  buckets  of  water  to  put 
out  the  fire.  The  infernal  fiends  are  aiming  to 
destroy  my  mansion  to-night.” 

A  loud  "shout  burst  from  the  troopers  outside 
at  that  moment.  The  colonel  hastened  out  on  the 
lawn  with  the  ladies,  and  he  could  then  perceive 
the  Twenty  Silent  Wolves  dashing  away  in  com¬ 
pact  order,  their  young  leader  shouting: 

“I  was  not  doomed  to  die  to-night.” 

The  infuriated  old  officer  called  on  some  of  his 
troopers  to  charge  after  the  Wolves,  and  he 
sprang  on  his  own  horse,  crying:  • 

“Put  out  the  fire  if  you  can,  but  I  will  away  to 
crush  the  dogs  who  caused  this  destruction.” 

The  old  veteran  was  soon  at  the  head  of  over 


fifty  of  the  best  mounted  troopers,  and  thty 
were  riding  away  after  the  outlaws,  sending 
forth  their  cries: 

“Death  to  the  Wolves!” 

The  daring  riders  did  not  appear  to  make  for 
the  mountains  that  night,  as  they  dashed  along 
through  a  wood  skirting  the  high  road.  Before 
the  troopers  had  ridden  twro  miles  the  silent  rid¬ 
ers  were  out  of  sight  in  the  deep  "wood,  and  the 
enraged  colonel  called  a  halt  as  he  cried: 

“The  rascals  are  up  to  some  more  treacherous 
work  to-night,  and  we  must  get  back  to  receive 
them.” 

On  reaching  the  lawn  in  front  of  the  mansion, 
Colonel  Barclay  found  several  other  soldiers  striv¬ 
ing  to  quench  the  fire  and  save  the  outhouses 
from  destruction.  The  outhouses  were  saved,  but 
the  fine  old  mansion  was  burned  to  the  ground. 
The  enraged  man  found  his  nephew  on  the  lawn 
with  two  young  ladies,  Marguerite  St.  Mars 
being-  still  held  as  a  prisoner.  Drawing  his 
nephew  aside,  Colonel  Barclay  said  to  him: 

“Can  you  imagine  how  the  rascals  got  into  the 
house  while  it  was  surrounded  with  the  troops?” 

“I  cannot,  sir.  There  must  be  a  secret  pas¬ 
sage  leading  from  the  upper  part  of  the  house 
out  into  the  grove.” 

“We  will  investigate  it  when  the  fire^s~puT  ~ 
out.” 

“What  will  I  do  with  the  young  French  lady, 
sir?” 

“Take  her  to  the  barracks  and  hold  her  as  a 
prisoner,  as  she  is  a  French  spy.” 

“Have  I  your  permission  to  force  her  to  be¬ 
come  my  wife,  sir?” 

“Yes,  yes,  if  you  can  secure  her  fortune  there¬ 
by  and  break  her  heart  afterward.” 

The  venomous  old  colonel  waited  to  see  his  fine 
mansion  burned  to  the  ground,  and  he  then  re¬ 
tired  to  the  barracks  in  the  town.  Early  on  the 
following  morning  he  received  a  note  which  read 
as  follows: 

“Colonel  Barclay: 

“Your  son  was  fighting  with  the  Silent  Wolves 
last  night,  and  he  is  a  member  of  the  band.  If 
you  attempt  to  punish  or  molest  your  niece  and 
the  young  French  lady,  the  Silent  Wolves  will 
a\  enge  them.  If  you  ever  hope  to  see  your  son 
<*gain,  let  the  young  ladies  go  at  once  in  peace 

/  “MOLLY  MALLOY.”  ' 

There  was  intense  excitement  in  the  neighbor— ' 
hood  during  the  day  over  the  last  work  per- 
foimed  by  the  Silent  Wolves.  On  clearing’  away  > 
a.  portion  or  the  ruins  in  Colonel  Barclay  s  man-  ’ 
sion  it  v as  disco\ered  that  there  was  a  secret 
passage  leading  from  thence  out  into  the  grove 
across  the  lawn.  JZ _ _ 


CHAPTER  X. — A  Change  of  Base. 

The  last  outrage  of  the  Silent  Wolves,  as  it 
vas  called  by  the  English  officers,  served  to  arouse 
the  authorities  to  more  vigor  than  ever  Everv 
road  and  footpath  leading  to  the  mountain  was 
strictly  guarded  by  strong  parties  of  horse  and 
foot  soldiers,  and  large  reinforcements  were  call¬ 
ed  in  from  other  districts  for  that  purpose  Col¬ 
onel  Barclay  searched  almost  every  foot  of  the 
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mountain  for  the  secret  hiding  place,  and  those 
engaged  in  the  search  were  so  placed  as  to  be 
within  the  call  of  each  other  at  the  slightest  no¬ 
tice. 

The  young  French  lady  and  Olive  were  not 
kept  as*  prisoners  in  the  barracks,  but  they  were 
so  well  watched  at  the  hotel  in  the  town  that  they 
found  it  impossible  to  escape  for  the  time.  Cap¬ 
tain  Oscar  Barclay  endeavored  to  prevail  on 
Marguerite  to  become  his  wife,  but  the  young 
girl  positively  refused  to  accept  the  offer.  On 
the  evening  of  the  third  day  after  the  burning 
of  the  old  mansion,  the  young  French  girl  and 
Olive  were  seated  in  the  private  sitting  room  of 
the  hotel  when  one  of  the  servant  girls  entered 
with  their  supper. 

A  soldier  kept  watch  outside  the  door,  several 
of  them  were  stationed  in  the  yard  of  the  hotel, 
and  the  whole  house  fairly  swarmed  with  red¬ 
coats.  When  the  voung  girl  entered  the  room  she 
closed  the  door  after  her  and  turned  to  address 
the  voung  lady,  saying:  . 

“You’ll  find  the  hot  cakes  very  nice  to-night, 

young  ladies.” 

At  that  moment  Marguerite  St.  Mars  cut  open 
soft  cakes,  and  then  a  slight  exclama¬ 
tion  of  surprise  in  French  escaped  from  her.  The 
voun^  lady  then  drew  a  small  note  from  between 
the  slices  'of  the  cake,  while  the  faithful  servant 
girl  moved  to  the  door  as  she  remarked: 

*  “Ring  the  bell  if  you  want  anything  else  very 

soon,  young  ladies.”  .  .  . 

The  note  was  written  m  French;  it  was  from 
Marguerite’s  brother,  and  it  contained  the  fol¬ 
lowing  words: 

“The  Silent  Wolves  are  making  a  circuit,  and 
they  may  see  some  of  their  old  friends  to-night. 
Be  on  the  alert,  and  trust  any  one  who  may 
come  to  vou  with  our  password,  which  will  be  the 

“SILENT  ONE.” 

The  young  girl  heard  a  heavy  footstep  outside 
the  doer,  and  she  had  barely  time  to  hide  the 
note  when  Captain  Oscar  Barclay  burst  into  the 
room,  crying: 

“I  have  news  for  you,  ladies. 

“What  is  it,  Oscar?”  inquired  the  sister. 

**  “Colonel  Barkley  has  orders  to  send  you  both 
to  Dublin,  and  you  will  prepare  for  a  journey  at 
once.  I  am  to  escort  you  to  the  city.” 

Neither  of  the  young  ladies  were  pleased  at 
the  news,  as  they  both  had  good  reasons  for  de¬ 
siring  to  remain  in  that  neighborhood,  while  they 
were  also  aware  that  Oscar  Barclay  had  sinister 
motives  of  his  own  for  taking  them  to  Dublin. 
-  --^ghs  and  groans  escaped  from  the  young  lady, 
and  Marguerite  moved  toward  dthe  door,  as  she 

moaned  forth :  ...  .  , 

“Is  there  no  escape  from  this  tyranny?  Oh, 
would  that  we  could  let  our  friends  know  about 
the  journev,  and  they  may  rescue  us  on  the  road! 

The  soldier  on  guard  outside,  who  appeared  to 
V  a  ta’l,  stout  man  with  a  full  beard,  made  a 
•lrnifieant  motion  to  the  young  lady  at  the  mo- 
The  gesture  was  familiar  to  Marguerite, 
and  she  replied  with  a  smile,  saying: 

“Would  that  we  had  wings  to  fly,  and  you  could 
not  then  hinder  us  from  going  out  of  the  win¬ 
dow!  . 

J.it  bearded  soldier  waited  until  Captain  Oscar 


Barclay  was  downstairs,  and  he  then  put  his  head 
in  at  the  door,  holding  up  his  left  hand  at  the 
same  time,  as  he  said  in  very  subdued  tones: 

“I  am  a  friend,  and  I  will  assist  you  in  get¬ 
ting  wings  to  fly,  or  in  getting  your  friends  and 
nay  friends  to  assist  in  your  rescue. ” 

“Are  you  not  Paul  Rodney?” 

“I  am,”  was  the  prompt  reply. 

“Then  I  feel  that  we  will  be  saved;  but  what  a 
fearful  risk  you  are  running  coming  here.” 

“The  risk  is  not  great  in  your  behalf,  dear 
young  lady,  and  I  would  venture  it  a  hundred 
times  over.” 

“Then  where  is  my  brother?” 

“He  is  in  the  deep  wood  not  five  miles  from 
here  with  the  Silent  Wolves.” 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  after  that  the  two 
young  women  were  driving  out  of  town  in  a 
closed  carriage,  which  was  guarded  by  a  troop  of 
over  fifty  horsemen  commanded  by  Colonel  Bar¬ 
clay.  The  stein  colonel  only  intended  to  proceed 
on  the  first  stage  of  the  journey  with  the  young 
ladies,  as  he  was  anxious  to  return  to  the  bar¬ 
racks  and  keep  up  the  hunt  for  the  Silent  Wolves. 

Captain  Oscar  Barclay  rode  out  with  his  sister 
and  her  friend,  as  he  was  to  take  charge  of  j:he 
party  when  his  uncle  returned.  They  proposed 
to  ride  over  twenty  miles  that  night  to  “a  small 
village  on  the  first  stage  of  the  journey. 

Along  through  side  roads  and  short-cuts  the 
weird-looking  horsemen  rode.  When  the  village 
was  reached  Coionel  Barclay  put  up  at  the  prin¬ 
cipal  tavern  in  the  place,  and 'the  two  yOung  wom¬ 
en  were  consigned  to  a  bedroom  on  the  second 
floor.  All  through  the  journey  Marguerite  and 
her  friend  were  on  the  lookout  for  the  Silent 
Wolves. 

• 

The  young  women  did  not  dream  of  sleep  as 
they  sat  at  the  window  conversing  in  low  tones 
and  peering  over  at  a  small  wood  a  short  dis¬ 
tance  back  from  the  tavern.  Colonel  Barclay 
and  his  nephew  did  not  retire  to  rest.  They  sat 
in  the  main  room  of  the  tavern  talking  about 
the  strange  events  brought  on  by  the  Silent 
Wolves,  and  laying  plans  for  their  destruction 
and  for  securing  the  large  estate  that  Margusiite 
St.  Mars  would  inherit  on  the  death  of  -her 
brother. 

Oscar  Barclay  was  not  aware  that  the  colonel 
had  a  son  living,  and  he  fully  believed  that  he 
would  inherit  his  uncle’s  estate.  It  was  after 
twelve  o’clock  when  an  old  woman  with  a  hood 
drawn  over  her  face  entered  the  tavern,  followed 
by  another.  The  last  of  the  strangers  wore  a 
hood  over  her  face  also,  and  she  appeared  to  bo 
very  weak  and  timid.  On  perceiving  Colonel  Bar¬ 
clay  the  second  woman  started  ana  staggered  to 
a  seat,  gasping  for  breath  as  she  whispered  to 
her  friend: 

“I  am  dying,  Molly,  and  the  sooner  it  is  over 
the  better.” 

Colonel  Barclay  noticed  the  two  women,  and 
his  suspicions  were  at  once  aroused.  Whispering 
a  few  words  of  caution  to  the  his  nephew,  he  ad¬ 
vanced  on  them,  crying: 

“Who  are  you,  and  what  are  you  doing  here?” 

One  of  the  women  turned  to  face  him  on  the 
instant,  throwing  back  her  hood  as  she  cried: 

“I  am  Molly  Malloy,  and  I  came  here  to  see 
you.” 
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“What  did  you  come  here  for,  then?”  demand¬ 
ed  the  colonel,  in  savage  tones. 

“I  came  here  to  prove  that  your  son  is  living.” 

As  the  old  woman  spoke  she  pointed  at  the 
hooded  figure,  who  was  gasping  for  breath.  The 
second  woman  threw  back  her  hood,  and  stared 
up  at  Colonel  Barclay  with  deathly  eyes  as  she 
gasped  forth: 

“Colonel  Barclay,  do  you  not  know  me?” 

“Good  heavens,  can  you  be  my  wife?” 

“Yes,  Peter  Barclay,  I  am  your  unhappy  wife, 
and  I  am  dying.  Molly  there  will  tell  you  the 
rest.” 

The  amazed  man  stared  at  the  dying  woman, 
and  then  at  Molly,  as  he  demanded: 

“What  have  you  to  tell  me?” 

“When  your  poor  wife  here  was  driven  from 
her  home  by  your  cruelty,  she  didn’t  run  away 
with  a  Frenchman  at  all,  as  the  man  you  fought 
with  about  her  was  only  a  friend.  She  came  right 
here  to  Ireland  to  her  own  people,  and  she  let 
you  give  out  that  she  was  a  wicked  woman  soon¬ 
er  than  ever  live  with  you  again.” 

“She  has  been  living  under  a  strange  name 
and  almost  under  your  very  nose  for  long  years 
past.  She  brought  up  her  son  to  be  a  noble, 
brave  young  fellow,  and  she  taught  him  to  love 
his  mother’s  land  and  to  hate  the  English  ty¬ 
rants.” 

“Is  my  son  a  rebel,  then?”  groaned  Colonel 
Barclay. 

“He  is  a  rebel,  for  he  fought  against  you  at 
Bantry  with  the  French.  He  fought  against  you 
again  with  the  brave  boys  who  are  out  lately  to 
oppose  your  cruelty  and  injustice.  There  is  not 
a  better  or  a  braver  patriot  in  Ireland  to-day 
than  your  son,  you  English  tyrant,  and  it  is 
proud  I  am  to  tell  you  of  it.  His  name  is  Rod¬ 
ney.” 

Colonel  Barclay  started  back  and  glared  at  the 
dying  woman  as  he  gasped  forth: 

“Is  it  possible,  then,  that  my  son  is  the  young 
man  known  as  Paul  Rodney?” 

“It  is  the  solemn  truth,  as  these  papers  and 
tokens  will  prove,”  gasped  the  dying  creature,  as 
she  handed  a  packet  to  her  husband. 

The  colonel  had  scarcely  grasped  the  packet 
when  shots  were  heard  outside,  followed  by  cries 
of  alarm.  Then  into  the  room  burst  a  trooper, 
crying: 

“The  Wolves  are  on  us  again!” 


CHAPTER  XI. — The  Last  of  tl\e  Silent  Wolves. 


Colonel  Barclay  had  scarcely  reached  the  door 
of  the  tavern  when  the  Twenty  Silent  Wolves 
rode  into  the  back  yard,  cutting  down  and  slaying 
all  who  opposed  them.  The  two  young-  women 
then  rushed  down  the  stairs,  where  they  were 
to  meet  the  Silent  Wolves  in  the  large  room,  and 

he  then  cried  out:  .  „  , 

“Is  the  young  man  known  as  Paul  Rodney 


among  you . 

The  young  leader  of  the 
sword  in  defiance  as  he  cried : 


Wolves  waved  his 


“Be  silent  all!” 

“Then  here  is  at  you  to  death,”  cried  Colonel 
Barkley,  as  he  dashed  at  the  nearest  Wolf. 

A  fierce  and  deadly  struggle  ensued,  the  com¬ 


batants  using  their  swords  and  sabers  only.  The 
rough  troopers  could  not  cope  with  the  expert 
swordsmen  before  them,  however,  and  that  dead¬ 
ly  struggle  was  soon  over,  Colonel  Barkley  re¬ 
ceiving  a  severe  wound  in  the  sword-arm  from 
the  young  Frenchman  whom  he  had  twice  con¬ 
demned  to  death.  When  the  struggle  was  over 
one  of  the  Wolves  noticed  the  dying  woman,  and 
he  advanced  and  knelt  by  her  side  to  embrace 
her,  as  he  inquired: 

“Mother,  darling,  what  brought  you  here?” 

The  dying  woman  embraced  her  son,  and  then 
turned  to  Colonel  Barkley,  as  she  exclaimed: 

“Peter  Barkley,  he  is  your  son,  as  I  declare 
with  my  dying  breath.” 

A  fearful  groan  burst  from  Colonel  Barkley  as 
he  recognized  Paul  Rodney,  and  he  then  cried : 

The  leader  of  the  Wolves  then  advanced  toward 
Colonel  Barkley  and  flung  back  his  disguise,  say¬ 
ing: 

“Sir,  this  is  the  last  time  we  will  meet  for  the 
present,  as  I  am  about  to  leave  for  France  with 
my  brave  friends.  Before  parting,,  however, 
wish  to  say  a  few  words  to  you.” 

“Say  on,  then,”  said  the  colonel. 

“I  wish  to  tell  you,”  continued  the  vour<yV“*ig.£  - 
of  the  Wolves,  “that  each  and  all  of  theSilent 
Wolves  were  French  and  French  Irish  officers 
who  bore  commissions  in  our  army.  When  yoii 
hunted  us  down  like  wolves,  slaying  us  and  put¬ 
ting  us  to  death  without  mercy  after  the  retreat 
of  our  army,  we  banded  together  for  retaliation 
and  revenge.” 

“And  you  have  had  it,”  groaned  Colonel  Bar¬ 
clay. 

“Yes,  we  have  had  revenge,  but  we  fought  you 
like  honorable  men.  "We  are  now  about  to  leave 
Ireland,  perhaps  forever,  and  we  are  going  to 
bear  the  young  ladies  with  us  whom  you  were 
treating  in  the  most  treacherous  manner.  Cap¬ 
tain  Oscar  Barkley  there  deserves  death  at  our 
hands  for  his  treatment  of  my  sister,  but  we 
will  not  follow  your  example  in  slaying  help¬ 
less  prisoners.  We  will  now  bid  you  adieu  and 
we  trust  that  your  defeats  will  prove  a  lesson  to 
you  hereafter.” 

The  Silent  Wolves  were  soon  in  motion  again, 
and  away  they  rode,  bearing  the  two  young 
women  with  them. 

The  Twenty  Wolves  embarked  that  night  for 
France,  taking  the  young  women  with  them,  not 
forgetting  the  gallant  steeds  who  hod  borne  them 
throug  so  many  brave  fights. 

They  all.  reached  France  in  safety,  and  Paul 
Rodney  enlisted  in  the  French  army.  Marguerite 
St.  Mars  became  his  wife  two  years  after— 
landed  in  France. 

Captain  Oscar  Barcley  was  a  miserable  wreck 
of  humanity  when  he  partially  recovered  from 
his  wounds,  and  he  did  not  live  many  years 
thereafter. 

The  Twenty  Wolves  were  never  heard  of  there¬ 
after  in  that  country,  but  the  aged  peasants  in 
the  neighborhood  told  of  their  achievements  many 
years  after.  • 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “A  NEW  YORK 
WORKING  BOY;  OR,  A  FIGHT  FOR  A  FOR¬ 
TUNE.” 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


SNIPS  SLEEPING  WOMAN’S  HAIR. 

Mrs.  Waters  Howe  of  Orlando,  Fla.,  claims  to 
have  been  the  victim  of  the  meanest  thief  in  the 
United  States — one  who,  she  said,  clipped  the  hair 
from  her  head  while  she  was  asleep  in  a  Pullman 
en  route  from  Jacksonville,  Fla.,  to  Port  Thomas, 
Ivy.  Mrs.  Howe  reported  that  besides  her  hair, 
she  was  robbed  of  several  pieces  of  jewelry  and 
$300  in  cash. 


GOLD  TEETH  FOR  DOG. 

Mogul,  the  thoroughbred  Airedale  belonging  to 
Harry  Kiser,  a  motor  car  dealer  of  Newcastle,  Pa., 
is  sporting  two  large  molars  made  of  gold  by  a 
local  dentist. 

Mogul  lost  two  teeth  in  a  fight  and  Iviser  or¬ 
dered  them  replaced  by  a  dentist,  who  claims  the 
molars  are  the  biggest  he  ever  made.  The  dog 
was  given  chloroform  in  order  to  have  the  teeth 
inserted,  but  is  now  able  to  chew  a  bone  as  well 


BUILD  A  FIVE-FOOT  SEARCHLIGHT. 

A  searchlight,  sixty  inches  in  diameter,  has 
been  shipped  by  the  General  Electric  Company  of 
Schenectady.  This  is  one  of  the  largest  search¬ 
lights  ever  constructed,  it  was  said,  there  being 
only  two  or  three  as  large  now  in  use. 

The  light  was  purchased  by  a  joint  organization 
of  civic  clubs  of  San  Francisco  to  illuminate  an 
-amusement  park  on  the  mountain.  The  rays  of 
the  searchlight  will  pick  up  a  battleship  twelve 
miles  at  sea  and  is  600  times  more  powerful  than 
the  headlight  of  a  locomotive. 


ROLLER  SKATING  ON  MALL. 

The  Central  Park  Mall  was  opened  the  other 
night  by  Mayor  Hylan  for  roller  skating,  and  it 
will  be  open  every  Wednesday  and  Saturday  night 
from  7  to  10  o’clock  during  the  summer.  The 
Sixtv-ninth  Regiment  Band  played  last  night,  and 
Mavor  Hylan  told  those  present  that  the  Park 
was  for  the  people  and  he  hoped  they  would  en- 

^  There  was  an  exhibition  of  fancy  roller  skating 
by  Kay  and  Lorene  Sterling,  and  then  about  100 
persons  disported  themselves  on  skates. 


rirKE  ASPHALT  IN  THE  GULF  OF  MEXICO. 

Our  asphalted  streets  are  so  expensive  that  the 
very  thought  of  “free”  asphalt  even  though  it  is 
in  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  is  refreshing.  Along  the 
coa-‘  of  Texas  have  been  found  thousands  of  tons 
of  fresh  asphalt  in  floes  like  ice  and  of  varying 
thickness.  -The  phenomenon  of  asphalt  appear¬ 
ing  in  th*  beach  surf  revives  stories  told  many 
year  ago  by  coast  residents  of  similar  occur- 
•,  long  before  the  discovery  of  the  Tampico 
oil  flefds.  The  theory  has  been  advanced  m  the 
past  that  the  asphalt  originated  from  some  sec¬ 
tion  of  the  bottom  of  the  gulf  through  an  earth 
disturbance  causing  emissions  of  the  substanco 
from  an  underlying  deposit. 


EX-MESSENGER  BOY  IS  EXCHANGE 
MEMBER. 

There  came  to  light  recently  the  story  of  the 
rise  of  William  Brandriss  from  a  telegraph  mes¬ 
senger  boy  to  a  member  of  the  Stock  Exchange 
with  a  seat  for  which  he  paid  $91,000.  In  twenty- 
three  years  Brandriss  has  held  two  jobs.  The  first 
he  kept  a  year  and  the  other  he  still  has — or  had 
yesterday  when  official  announcement  was  made 
that  he  had  bought  the  New  York  Stock  Exchange 
seat  of  John  M.  Anderson,  deceased. 

The  new  Stock  Exchange  member  started  at  $4 
a  week.  Then  he  came  under  the  notice  of  J.  J. 
Manning,  the  largest  individual  trader  on  the 
floor  of  the  New  York  Stock  Exchange,  who  was 
impressed  by  the  lad  and  offered  a  job  to  him  as 
office  boy  in  the  Manning  establishment.  The 
youth  accepted,  and  in  a  few  years  had  worked 
himself  up  from  his  $5  office  boy’s  job  to  that  of 
office  manager,  which  he  has  held  down  ever  since. 

Mr.  Brandriss  is  36  years  old  and  since  leaving 
school,  twenty-three  years  ago,  he  has  devoted  a 
great  portion  of  his  leisure  hours  to  educating 
himself  and  fitting  himself  for  the  work  he  has 
undertaken. 


FRENCH  BOY  RUNS  WILD  IN  WOODS. 

The  Mayor  of  Bayac,  a  little  town  near  Bor¬ 
deaux,  has  offered  a  reward  to  any  one  who  can 
catch  a  small  boy  who  has  been  running  wild  in 
the  woods  in  that  district  for  the  last  month. 

The  boy  is  13  years  old  and  when  last  seen  was 
nearly  without  clothes,  his  feet  bare  and  his  hair 
hanging  down  to  his  shoulders.  Whoever  catches 
him,  it  is  evident,  will  deserve  the  reward,  for 
already  he  has  defeated  the  efforts  of  the  popula¬ 
tion  of  Bayac,  who,  with  the  police  of  other  com¬ 
munes,  have  organized  a  pursuit. 

Casse  is  the  urchin’s  name.  Two  months  ago 
he  and  his  elder  brother  were  held  by  the  police 
and  accused  of  having  rifled  a  cafe  and  stolen  500 
francs.  Because  there  was  no  proof  the  boys  were 
released.  Some  weeks  later  the  younger  boy,  it 
is  charged,  was  discovered  by  a  woman  in  the  act 
of  helping  himself  to  anything  he  fancied  in  her 
house.  When  she  gave  the  alarm  he  escaped  and, 
seizing  a  revolver,  took  refuge  in  the  woods. 
There  he  has  lived  a  wild  life,  obtaining  food 
from  farmyards  at  night  and  occasionally  taking 
blankets  and  other  civilized  comforts. 

Once  when  chased  by  the  police  he  dived  into 
a  river,  swam  across  it  and  taunted  his  pursuers 
as  he  disappeared  among  the  trees  on  the  other 
side.  'Another  time  the  police  drew  a  cordon 
across  the  woods  in  which  he  was  and  cornered 
him  on  top  of  a  thirty-foot  cliff  along  a  ravine. 
The  boy  saw  that  he  must  take  a  risk,  calmly 
dropped  the  thirty  feet  and  got  away. 

After  that  the  whole  village  and  the  police  of 
the  district  turned  out  in  automobiles,  on  horse¬ 
back  or  on  bicycles  and  scoured  and  beat  the 
wood  until  it  was  thought  that  a  rabbit  could  not 
have  escaped.  These  efforts  were  all  in  vain. 
Casse  is  in  real  danger  of  capture  now,  with  all 
the  district  trying  to  earn  the  mayor’s  reward. 
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The  Young  Mai!  Carrier 

— OR— 

The  Dangers  Of  The  Postal  Road 


By  WILLIAM  WADE 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 

CHAPTER  IV.—  (Continued.) 

“I  think  it  is,”  said  Tom.  “I  have  never  seen 
Dan  Despard,  but  from  the  description  I’ve  heard 
of  him  this  leader  is  the  man.” 

“Then  he  was  not  so  far  away  as  you  thought,” 
said  the  mine  owner  in  a  bitter  tone.  “Well, 
there’s  no  use  of  crying  over  spilt  milk,  but  I 
can  tell  you  that  I  don’t  like  the  looks  of  things.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“I  mean  that  if  they  had  robbed  us  and  then 
permitted  us  to  go  on  our  way  that  would  have 
neen  an  ordinary  holdup,  but  this  lugging  us  off 
to  their  camp  looks  strange.” 

Tom  recognized  that  fact,  too,  and  did  not 
know  what  to  make  of  it. 

After  going  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  the 
natural  path  entered  a  grove  of  trees,  and  here 
two  men  were  found  standing  near  a  score  of 
horses.  Betty  and  her  father  were  told  to  mount 
their  animals  and  there  was  an  extra  horse  for 
Tom  to  ride. 

Then  the  entire  party,  closely  watched  by  the 
bandits,  went  at  a  faster  pace  m  the  natural 
roadway,  which  wound  among  lo  ..lying  buttes 
and  continually  went  higher  and  higher,  making 
an  easy  escent,  but  one  which  soon  put  them 
several  hundred  feet  above  the  level  of  the  road 
which  led  from  Little  Medicine  to  Silver  City. 

Finally,  after  going  about  two  miles  on  this 
winding  course,  the  camp  of  the  robber  band  was 
reached.  It  lay  in  a  large  clearing  at  the  table¬ 
like  top  of  a  tall  butte,  and  fifty  feet  below  the 
summit  was  a  grove  of  trees  in  which  the  horses 
could  be  sheltered  and  permitted  to  graze  at  the 
ends  of  long  lariats. 

Five  tents  and  a  rudely-constructed  house  made 
of  bark  and  branches  were  scattered  around  the 
level  clearing  and  over  a  fire  of  dry  wood  a  cook 
was  preparing  a  meal  for  the  men. 

The  horses  were  sent  down  into  the  grove  and 
then  the  leader  of  the  band  told  the  captives  to 
squat  down  on  the  ground.  Then  he  called  for 
the  mail  bags. 

One  of  the  men  came  forward  with  the  pouches 
and  the  captain,  taking  a  key  from  his  pocket, 
proceeded  to  open  them.  Tom,  looking  on,  now 
understood  how  it  had  been  so  easy  to  rifle  them 
the  day  before.  In  some  manner  the  captain  of 
the  band  had  obtained  possession  of  a  key  that 
fitted  the  lock. 

The  mail  was  hastily  examined  and  then  tossed 
back  into  the  bags  and  once  more  locked  up.  Then 
the  leader  turned  to  the  mine  owenr. 

“Well,  Mr.  Cornwallis,”  he  said,  “what  do  you 
think  of  my  retreat  among  the  hills?” 

The  gentleman  gasped  with  astonishment. 


“How  do  you  know  my  name?”  he  asked. 

“When  gentlemen  like  you  take  it  into  their 
heads  to  pay  secret  visits  to  their  properties,”  he 
said„  “gentlemen  like  me  make  it  their  business 
to  find  out  all  about  them.  I  know  you,  and  there 
is  no  good  in  denying  your  identity,  so  we  will 
come  down  to  business  at  once.” 

“Who  are  you?” 

“That’s  a  natural  question  for  a  guest  to  ask 
of  a  host,”  responded  the  captain,  who  seemed 
to  be  in  great  good  humor,  “especially  as  I  shall 
have  to  take  care  of  you  and  be  in  your  company 
for  some  wreeks  if  your  friends  are  foolish  and 
obstinate,  although  I  hope  for  the  sake  of  all 
parties  that  they  will  be  sensible  and  close  up 
matters  in  a  few  days.  My  name  is  Despard, 
known  more  commonly  as  Dan  Despard,  and  I 
am  a  robber,  and  these  are  my  men,  just  as  trust¬ 
worthy  a  set  of  rascals  as  ever  committed  a  hold¬ 
up  at  the  command  of  their  chief,  or,  for  that 
matter,  any  other  crime  that  he  ordered  to  be 
done.  I  knew  of  your  intended  visit  to  your 
mines,  Mr.  Cornwallis,  and  I  made  up  my  mind 
to  take  you  prisoner.  You  are  a  man  of  great 
wealth;  in  fact,  you  have  altogether  too,  much 
money  for  one  man  and  I  intend  to  relieve^jpou 
of  part  of  your  burden.” 

“What  do  you  want  of  me?”  asked  the  mine 
owner,  and  his  voice  trembled  as  he  looked  up 
at  the  smiling  face  of  the  captain. 

“Oh,  a  mere  trifle,”  smoothly  said  Despard. 
“You  are  rated  as  a  millionaire,  and  for  all  I 
know  that  may  mean  many  millions,  and  it  will 
be  an  act  of  charity  to  make  you  hand  over  a 
hundred  thousand  dollars.  That’s  my  figure,  Mr. 
Cornwallis,  and  now  I’m  waiting  to  hear  what 
you’ve  got  to  say. 

And  he  grinned  in  an  evil  way  at  the  mine 
owner. 

CHAPTER  V. 

The  Enormous  Ransom  Demanded  for  the  Re¬ 
lease  of  John  Cornwallis. 

Betty  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise  and  Mr.  Corn¬ 
wallis  looked  at  the  bandit  captain  in  astonish¬ 
ment. 

“A  hundred  thousand  dollars!”  he  gasped. 

“That’s  what  I  said,”  was  the  cool  rejoinder. 

“Why,  that  would  be  a  ransom  for  a  prince.” 

“Exactly,  and  that  is  why  I  name  such  a  sum. 
You  are  a  prince  in  the  financial  world  and  that 
is  a  proper  ransom  for  you.” 

“All  my  money  is  in  mines  and  other  proper¬ 
ties.  I  have  only  a  few  thousand  dollars  in  cash.” 

“That  may  be  true,  and  the  fact  that  you  - 

mines  and  other  properties  will  make-*  it  easy 
for  you  to  raise  the  sum  that  I  name.  There  is 
no  use  talking  any  further  about  the  matter,  for 
that  is  the  amount  that  I  shall  demand  for  your 
ransom,  and  that  is  the  amount  that  you  will  pay. 
Have  you  got  such  things  as  a  fountain  pen  and 
a  notebook  in  your  pocket?” 

“Yes.” 

1  hen  you  can  squat  down  on  that  tree  stump 
and  write  the  letter  which  I  will  now  dictate  to 
you,  and  when  you  have  finished  it  you  will  un¬ 
derstand  the  position  you  are  in  better  than  you 
do  now.” 

(To  be  continued) 
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THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES 

-  -  ♦ 


PROHIBITION  NOTES. 

Daring  the  first  year  of  National  Prohibition  in 
this  country,  Malaga,  Spain,  shipped  to  the  United 
States  five*  times  the  total  amount  of  wine  sent 
here  in  the  ten  preceding  years,  American  Consul 
Smith  reported  the  other  day  to  the  Department 
of  Commerce.  The  total  of  these  wine  exports  in 
1920  exceeded  476,000  gallons,  and  was  shipped 
under  permits  for  non-beverage  purposes. 

Exports  of  raisins  from  Malaga  to  the  United 
States  in  1920  was  unprecedented,  the  consul  re¬ 
ports,  the  total  being  10,906  metric  tons,  or  ap¬ 
proximately  1,000  tons  more  than  the  total  to  all 
countries  in  1919. 


FLATBUSH’S  OLD  VARMINT. 

Flatbush,  New  York,  has  another  mystery  on 
its  hands.  This  time  it  is  the  name  of  a  peculiar- 
looklag-  animal,  killed  by  bullets  from  the  re¬ 
volvers  of  Patrolman  James  Kenny  and  George 
Bosch.  The  animal  has  the  appearance  of  a 
beaver  with  a  hairless  tail,  but  long  brownish 
black  hair  on  its  back  makes  it  resemble  a  porcu¬ 
pine.  Its  feet  are  webbed  like  a  duck’s. 

The  strange  animal  was  first  seen  on  Newark 
avenue  by  a  woman  Sunday  afternoon.  Thinking 
some  one  had  dropped  a  muff,  she  stopped  to  pick 
it  up,  but  made  a  hasty  retreat  when  it  showed 
its  white  tusks  and  snapped  at  her. 

Patrolman  Kelly  obtained  a  soap  box,  with 
which  he  corraled  the  animal.  Deciding  it  would 
be  better  to  take  it  to  the  station  house  dead  than 
alive  with  the  aid  of  Policeman  Bosch  he  pUcd 
off  a  slat  of  the  box.  Then  they  stuck  the  muzzles 
of  their  revolvers  into  the  box  and  fired  several 

shots.  . 

When  the  box  was  lifted  it  was  seen  that  the 
animal  was  dead.  Although  viewed  by  hundreds 
of  persons  the  other  day,  no  one  was  able  to 
classify  the  animal. 


PUTTING  DOLLARS  IN  AN  INCUBATOR. 

One  of  the  great  rural  pleasures  that  yearly 
give  joy  to  so  many  youngsters  on  farms  is  that 
of  gathering  hen,  duck,  goose,  turkey  and  guinea- 
hen  eggs  and,  when  a  large  enough  number  have 
been  accumulated,  to  incubate  them,  The 
are  put  in  straw  nests  and,  being  warmed  by  the 
bodies  of  the  setting  fowls  over  a  period  of  from 
three“to  four  weeks,  they  are  thus  hatched. 

A  duck  or  a  goose  can  cover  ten  or  twelve  egga» 
a  hen,  a  large  turkey  and  a  moderate-sized 
guinea-hen,  fifteen.  Usually  the  greater  ,  the 
“clucking”  and  the  more  settled  the  sitting,  the 
surer  the  poultryman  is  that  the  fowl  will  be  ■verj 
conscientious  in  hatching  the  eggs.  And  the 
hatch  day!  How  proud  the  fowl  of  her  children 
and  how  happy  the  poultryman. 

The  Government  Loan  Organization  tells  us 
that  dollars  are  like  eggs  in  some  respects.  Dol¬ 
lars  that  are  accumulated  and  allowed  to  incu¬ 
bate  give-  the  saver  the  same  pride  and  happiness. 
V/e  a  re  told  of  one  A.  J.  Abritas,  a  motorman  em¬ 
ployed  bv  the  Interborough  Rapid  Transit  Com¬ 
pany  of  New  York  who,  in  a  recent  interview  with 


a  representative  of  the  Government  Loan  Or¬ 
ganization,  smiled  and  laughed  as  he  told  this 
story: 

“I  am  a  Lithuanian,  43  years  of  age,  and  I  came 
to  this  country  when  a  youngster.  I  have  been 
with  the  Interborough  Rapid  Transit  for  twenty 
years.  I  own  a  three-family  house  in  Tuckalioe 
worth  $25,000  which  was  paid  for  out  of  my  sav¬ 
ings.  Here  is  my  pledge  card  showing  that  I  buy 
$10  worth  of  Treasury  Savings  Securities  every 
month.” 

Mr.  Abritas  has  been  putting  dollars  in  an  in¬ 
cubator  for  years  and  his  hatch  has  been  wonder¬ 
fully  satisfying. 

The  savings  movement  of  the  United  States 
Treasury  Department  is  carried  on  to  get  millions 
of  Americans  to  put  their  surplus  dollars  incu¬ 
bating  so  that  in  the  future  they  will  be  proud 
and  happy  over  the  hatch.  The  eggs  are  Treas¬ 
ury  Savings  Securities,  the  incubator  is  the  Sav¬ 
ings  plan  and  the  hatch — well,  the  hatch  can  ba 
anything  that  requires  an  accumulation  of  funds. 
The  poultryman  is  the  Government  Loan  Organi¬ 
zation,  120  Broadway,  and  he  will  gladly  furnish 
without  cost  any  information  about  the  eggs,  the 
incubator  or  the  hatch  that  any  one  may  require. 
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Victoria,  The  Refugee. 


By  ALEX.  ARMSTRONG. 


A  glorious  autumn  sun  was  flooding  its  golden 
light  over  the  towering  mountains,  fertile  valleys, 
and  extensive  plains  of  grand  old  Mexico.  No 
country,  in  point  of  grandeur  of  scenery,  can  sur¬ 
pass  the  land  of  the  Mexican,  if  we  except  tower¬ 
ing  peaks  of  Switzerland.  There  is  beauty  there 
untouched  by  artists’  pencil  or  painters’  brush, 
and  will  so  remain  for  a  thousand  years  to  come. 

No  mountain  roe  was  more  lithe  than  Alina 
Oassino,  the  only  child  of  a  hardy  mountaineer. 
Alina’s  father,  in  one  of  the  many  struggles 
which  had  rent  his  government,  had  been  on  the 
unfortunate  side,  and  was  compelled  to  flee  to 
the  mountains  to  save  his  life. 

Senorita  Alina  had  all  her  life  known  only  the 
mountain  wilds.  She  knew  but  little  of  the  in¬ 
ternal  commotions  that  distracted  her  lovely 
country.  Her  heart  was  gentle,  true  and  loving. 

Her  mother,  dying  when  she  was  but  an  in¬ 
fant,  she  had  only  her  father,  their  small  flock, 
and  Boilitto,  their  great  dog,  on  which  to  bestow 
her  affections.  Accustomed  to  the  mountains  from 
her  childhood,  it  was  but  natural  that  Alina 
should  be  found  wandering  on  the  mountainside, 
among  the  groves  of  chaparral,  her  only  compan¬ 
ion  Boilitto,  and  a  small  carbine,  which  her  father 
had  given  her  and  learned  her  how  to  use. 

Not  unfrequently  had  they  been  forced  to  de¬ 
fend  their  little  mountain  home  from  bands  of 
Indians  and  outlaws.  These  struggles  of  her 
childhood  had  been  severe.  Almost  from  her  in¬ 
fancy  she  had  been  accustomed  to  scenes  of  blood. 

Her  father  regarded  as  a  mountain  outlaw,  and 
not  daring  to  claim  the  protection  of  his  govern¬ 
ment  from  the  mountain  robbers  and  Indians, 
was  forced  to  be  his  own  protector. 

Alina  had  chased  the  fawn  all  the  forenoon,  al¬ 
most  as  fleet  as  the  animal,  and  had  paused,  lean¬ 
ing  on  a  large  boulder  of  stone;  her  elbows  rested 
on  the  stone,  supporting  her  cheek  and  her  long 
black  hair  in  wavy  masses,  falling  about  her 
well-shaped  shoulders  of  snowy  whiteness. 

Her  eyes,  dark  and  sparkling,  wandered  down 
to  the  bluffs  and  rocks,  thousands  of  feet  below; 
her  dress  was  of  the  peculiar  homespun  goods 
of  the  mountaineer,  and  the  tanned  deerskins 
fringed  and  ornamented  something  after  the  In¬ 
dian  style.  The  skirt  of  her  maroon-colored 
dress  came  only  below  her  knees,  and  displayed 
elegantly  shaped  limbs  encased  in  leggings  of 
tanned  deerskin  ornamented  with  fringes  and 
beads.  On  her  feet  instead  of  the  Indian  moc¬ 
casins  were  the  small  but  stout  shoes  worn  by 
the  Mexican  mountaineer. 

There  was  no  mixed  blood  in  the  veins  of 
Alina.  She  was  a%  pure  a  Castillian  as  anybody 
of  nobility  in  old  Spain. 

Suddenly  loud  wild  shopts  arose  from  the  chap¬ 
arral  and  flags  that  covered  the  broken  portions 
of  the  mountain  side  not  many  hundred  feet  be¬ 
low  her.  Following  the  shouts  came  rapid  mus¬ 
ket  and  pistol  shots. 

Gazing  in  the  direction  from  which  they  came, 


she  espied  three  men  bounding  up  the  side  of 
the  mountain,  leaping  from  rock  to  rock,  from 
cliff  to  cliff,  with  prodigious  strides,  while  after 
them  came  a  dozen  soldiers  of  the  cruel  Iturbide, 
the  then  emperor  of  Mexico. 

As  one  of  the  fugitives  sprang  upon  a  boulder 
of  stones,  scarcely  gaining  a  foothold,  one  of  the 
pursuers  leveled  his  musket  at  him;  a  white  puff 
of  smoke  ascended  from  the  muzzle,  and  the  flee¬ 
ing  man,  tin-owing  his  carbine  in  the  air,  fell 
back  fully  twenty  feet  below,  where  he  had  been 
struck. 

One  of  the  remaining  turned,  leveled  his  car¬ 
bine,  and  fired.  Alina  saw  the  soldier  fall,  then 
the  rapid  popping  of  guns,  and  white  puffs  of 
smoke  from  the  muskets  of  the  other  soldiers, 
indicating  that  the.  pursuers  had  given  the  bold 
fugitives  a  -volley.  The  girl  could  even  see  the 
bullets  striking  off  bits  of  stone,  near  the  brave 
mountaineer,  for  such  his  dress  and  manner  in¬ 
dicated  him  to  be. 

Only  a  moment  did  he  pause',  then  bounded 
away  to  the  side  of  his  companion,  who  seemed 
wounded,  and  was  moving  more  slow  every  mo¬ 
ment. 

The  mountaineer  aided  his  wounded  companion, 
and  reloaded  his  carbine  the  best  he  could.  They 
had  not  gone  fifty  paces  along  the  path  which 
wound  around  the  mountain  far  below  where  the 
now  thoroughly  aroused,  but  not  frightened  Alina 
stood. 

Here  they  paused  and  again  fired.  Two  of  the 
soldiers  fell,  but  the  others  pressed  on  with  yells 
of  vengeance,  discharging  their  guns  as  fast  as 
they  could  load  them. 

The  wounded  man  was  struck  by  another  bul¬ 
let  and  fell  dead  at  the  taller  fugitive’s  feet.  The 
man  having  nothing  to  impede  his  flight,  hurried 
on  around  the  spur  of  the  mountain,  and  Vvas 
soon  lost  to  sight. 

The  soldiers  of  the  cruel  Iturbide  crowded  on 
until  she  saw  that  not  a  dozen,  but  at  least  a 
hundred  were  after  the  mountaineer. 

Alina’s  whole  heart  went  out  in  sympathy  for 
the  fleeing  man.  She  had  been  taught  from 
childhood  to  despise  the  soldiers  of  the  haughty 
Iturbide,  and  naturally  her  heart  would  go  out  to¬ 
ward  the  mountaineer.  He  was  not  only  one  of 
the  lowly  class  to  which  she  belonged,  who  were 
compelled  at  times  to  burrow  in  the  ground  like 
rabbits  to  escape  the  cruel  soldiers,  but  now  flee¬ 
ing  for  his  life. 

Seizing  her  carbine,  and  bidding  Boilitto  keep 
at  her  side,  she  started  in  the  direction  of  the 
small  mountain  hacienda,  taking  care  that  the 
sharp  ridges  of  stone  and  branches  of  chap^lTal 
should  conceal  her  from  the  view  of  the  enemy. 

“They  will  surely  kill  father  if  they  find  him,” 
she  said,  as  she  bounded  along  the  difficult  path 
with  the  speed  of  a  mountain  roe.  The  path  was 
not  only  difficult  but  dangerous.  A  single  false 
step  would  send  her  to  eternity. 

Occasionally  there  came  to  her  ears  the  crack 
of  musketry,  and  she  feared  in  her  heart  that  the 
third  fugitive  had  fallen  by  his  prosecutors. 

“He  was  so  grand,  so  noble,  and  so  brave,”  the 
poor  girl  sobbed;  “it  was  awful  that  he  should 
die.  The  dogs  would  not  spare  even  a  brave 
man.” 

The  path  was  very  winding  and  difficult  for 
even  Alina’s  experienced  head  and  practical  feet. 
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As  she  was  winding  around  the  crest  of  a  spur 
of  the  mountain,  and  just  emerged  on  the  pla¬ 
teau,  the  tall,  dai*k-mustached  fugitive  spra  g 
upon  the  tableland  at  the  same  moment. 

So  hard  pressed  was  he  that  he  had  dropped 
his  carbine  and  sword,  though  he  ran  with  a 
pistol  in  each  hand. 

Scarcely  had  he  emerged  from  the  rocks  and 
chaparral  on  one  side,  than  a  Mexican  office  with 
two  soldiers  leaped  from  a  clump  of  dwarfed 
oaks,  and  sprang  upon  him. 

The  brave  mountaineer  was  not  to  be  overcome 
without  a  struggle,  and,  leveling  his  pistol,  shot 
ofie  of  the  soldiers  dead.  Thp  other  fired  his 
piece  at  the  tali  stranger,  and  Mina  saw  his  left 
arm  fall  helpless  at  his  side.  Li  an  instant,  the 
two  remaining  men  threw  themselves  on  the  al¬ 
most  exhausted  and  wounded  fugitive,  and  bore 
him  to  the  earth. 

All  the  sympathies  of  the  maiden  were  with  the 
poor  wounded  mountaineer,  and,  leveling  her  car¬ 
bine.  she  shot  the  soldier  through  the  head.  The 
officer  looking  around  to  see  from  where  the  shot 
came,  the  stranger  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  with 
one  well-directed  blow  felled  him  to  the  earth. 
Snatching  the  sword  from  the  hand  of  the  officer 
he  pinned  him  to  the  ground. 

Then  the  tall  mountaineer,  clasping  his 
wounded  wrist  with  his  right  hand,  looked  about 
to  see  who  his  preserver  was. 

His  astonishment  can  be  better  imagined  than 
described,  when  he  discovered  only  a  beautiful 
gild,  holding  in  her  hand  a  very  light  carbine. 

Removing  his  sombero  from  his  head,  and  bow¬ 
ing  politely,  he  said: 

“Senorita,  is  it  possible  that  to  you  I  owe  my 
life?” 

“I  surely  have  rendered  you  some  aid,  senor, 
but  your  life  is  not  safe  yet.  The  mountains  are 
full  of  your  enemies.  They  are  behind  every 
boulder  in  every  chaparral,  and  their  guns  are 
aimed  at  your  heart.” 

“With  so  brave  a  defender  I  might  almost 
brave  the  entire  army  of  the  usurper  Iturbide.” 

“You  must  be  secreted  for  a  few  days  until 
the  soldiers  leave  the  mountains.” 

“Where?” 

“Follow  me,  be  silejit,  and  I  will  guide  you  to 
a  plstce  of  safety.”  X 

The  beautiful  girl  then  took  the  lead  at  a  swift 
run  down  the  tortuous  mountain  path,  followed 
by  the  wounded  Spaniard.  All  along  the  moun¬ 
tain  could  be  heard  the  shouts  of  the  blood¬ 
thirsty  pursuers,  and  the  girl  was  frequently 
compelled  to  turn  aside  to  allow  them  to  pass. 
Her  keen  sense  of  hearing  and  sight  were  a  world 
of  advantage  to  her.  The  route  was  a  very  diffi¬ 
cult  one,  attended  with  danger  at  every  step.  No 
head  but  the  steady  mountaineer  could  have  fol¬ 
lowed  at  her  rate  of  speed. 

They  at  length  descended  the  mountain,  crossed 
a  very  narrow  valley,  and  ascended  about  mid¬ 
way  Up  another.  Here  they  found  a  plateau  of 
several  acres  whe~e  was  the  hacienda  of  Senor 
Cassino,  the  exile. 

“Father,”  said  the  girl,  pausing  at  the  door, 
“the  '*nemy  are  among  the  mountains.  Here  is  a 
utranger  whose  life  they  seek.” 

The  fugitive  now  saw  a  hardy  rnan  about 
five  year,  of  age.  It  was  Cassino,  the  political 
exile  and  outlaw.  In  an  instant  he  had  buckled 


a  sword  about  his  waist,  and  thrust  a  pair  of 
pistols  in  his  belt.  He  took  a  rifle  from  the  rack, 
and  said: 

“Senor,  I  see  you  are  not  only  nearly  ex¬ 
hausted,  but  wounded.  We  will  dress  your  wound 
when  we  have  time,  for  the  present  we  must  find 
some  place  of  security.” 

Instead  of  leaving  the  small  hacienda,  he 
opened  a  trap  door  that  led  down  into  the  earth. 
The  girl  and  wounded  mountaineer  followed.  The 
trap  door,  which  was  a  broad,  thin  slab  of  stone, 
closed  down  on  them,  and  the  two  proceeded 
along  a  long  corridor,  which  was  lighted  up  by 
a  torch  carried  by  Cassino.  They  finally  came 
to  an  apartment  in  the  cave  that  was  fitted  up 
as  an  elegant  room.  This  was  the  underground 
hiding  place  for  the  exile  and  his  daughter. 

Here  they  remained  for  three  days,  no  one 
daring  to  leave  the  cavern  except  Alina. 

She  finally  reported  the  coast  clear,  and  the 
stranger  came  forth  and  bid  the  kind  moun¬ 
taineer  adieu.  His  arm  was  not  healed,  but  do¬ 
ing  very  well,  and  he  said  he  must  go.  Taking 
the  hand  of  the  beautiful  Alina,  and  gazing  in 
those  soft,  dark  eyes,  he  said: 

“My  dear  girl,  you  have  saved  my  life;  was 
it  worth  anything  it  should  be  given  to  you. 
Some  day  it  may.  I  have  now  one  request  to 
make.” 

“What  is  it,  senor?”  asked  Alina,  timidly. 

“That  is,  that  you  give  me  the  most  sacred 
piece  of  jewelry  you  possess.” 

The  most  sacred  piece  of  jewelry  Alina  pos¬ 
sessed  was  a  golden  medal  that  had  been  the 
property  of  her  mother.  Her  name  had  been  en¬ 
graved  on  it.  After  a  few  moments’  hesitation 
she  brought  the  medal  from  the  chest  where  it 
was  kept,  and  gave  it  to  the  tall  stranger,  who 
said : 

“When  I  send  for  you,  and  the  messenger 
brings  this  medal,  accompany  him.” 

*  *  J|:  *  *  #  * 

Two  years  had  passed.  Brighter  clays  had 
come  to  our  beloved  Mexico.  Iturbide,  the  tyrant, 
had  been  hurled  from  his  self-constituted  throne, 
and  the  three  great  generals  and  patriots,  Vic¬ 
toria,  Bravo  and  Negrete,  had  taken  possession 
of  the  government.  Victoria,  who  had  been  for 
years  an  exile  and  a  refugee,  was  elected  Presi¬ 
dent  of  the  United  States  of  Mexico.  The  nation 
was  at  peace,  and  our  happy  land  was  far  more 
prosperous  than  it  had  ever  been  before  or  since. 

A  messenger  came  to  the  mountain  hacienda 
of  Cassino  for  Senorita  Cassino,  bringing  the 
medal.  The  President,  Victoria,  desired  to  see 
her  at  the  capital.  She,  accompanied  by  her 
father,  went.  Entering  the  palatial  residence  of 
the  president,  she  was  told  his  excellency  would 
see  her  in  a  few  moments. 

The  door  of  the  apartment  opened,  and  the  tall, 
handsome  stranger,  whose  life  she  had  saved, 
entered.  With  a  cry  she  sprang  into  his  arms, 
and  was  almost  smothered  with  kisses. 

After  the  excitement  had  subsided,  Alina  asked 
for  President  Victoria,  who  had  sent  for  her. 

“Behold  him,”  said  the  stranger;  “I,  the  man 
who  sent  for  you,  my  mountain  darling,  to  be 
my  wife,  I  am  President  Victoria.” 

The  wedding  was  celebrated  with  great  snlen- 
dor,  and  Mexico  yet  points  with  pride  to  the  suc¬ 
cessful  reign  of  Victoria,  the  refugee. 
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the  world,  for  the  New  York  Zoological  Society 
operates  both  enterprises. 


RAISING  THE  “YAK”  IN  ALASKA. 

The  “yak,”  or  woolly  ox  of  Thibet,  is  soon  to  be 
transplanted  into  Alaska  and  the  Canadian  north¬ 
west  by  Dawson  men.  For  centuries  the  yak  has 
been  domesticated  by  man  and  its  haunts  are  the 
snowy  highlands  of  Thibet,  20,000  feet  above  the 
sea.  Its  native  food  is  coarse  wiry  grass,  but  it 
will  eat  anything  that  cattle  will.  In  size  it  com¬ 
pares  favorably  with  range  cattle — 1,000  to  1,200 
pounds.  The  meat  is  as  delicious  as  beef,  and  the 
wool  and  hide  are  valuable. 


OLD  WOMAN  KILLS  SNAKE. 

Mrs.  M.  F.  Murray  of  Mill  Run,  Pa.,  has  not  al¬ 
lowed  her  seventy-eight  years  to  make  her  afraid 
to  fight  a  snake,  even  though  a  rattler.  She 
proved  it  the  other  day  by  killing  a  rattlesnake 
four  feet  long  and  carrying  ten  rattles.  Although 
it  is  not  uncommon  to  encounter  rattlesnakes 
and  copperheads  in  the  Mill  Run  neighborhood, 
even  Mrs.  Murray  has  no  recollection  of  finding  a 
poisonous  reptile  so  early  in  the  spring. 

Going  out  in  her  yard,  Mrs.  Murray  heard  an 
ominous  rattle  and  beheld  a  big  rattler  sunning 
itself  a  few  feet  away.  Arming  herself  with  a 
hoe,  she  bravely  started  an  exciting  fight  with 
the  snake.  At  the  first  blow  of  the  hoe,  the  rat¬ 
tler  sprang  at  her.  Mrs.  Murray  stepped  back 
and  got  in*  another  blow  before  the  snake  could 
coil  for  another  strike.  That  performance  was 
repeated  till  the  intrepid  septuagenarian  landed  a 
death  blow. 


LAUGHS 

Casey — There’s  throuble  over  at  Clancy’s 
Costiggan— Phwat  is  ut?  Casey— A  family 
foighu  Costigan  Shure,  that’s  no  throuble* 
that’s  enjoyment.  ’ 


Did  >ou  see  the  Dardanelles  while  you  were  in 
Europe?”  “No,”  answered  Mrs.  Cumrox.  “You 
see,  we  were  so  busy  sightseeing  that  we  didn’t 
have  time  to  call  on  any  of  our  friends.” 


“Are  those  men  the  future  husbands  of  our 
daughters  .  said  a  matron  at  the  afternoon  swell 
wedding  reception.  “No,”  said  a  knowing  mother 
‘  they  are  downtown  making  a  living.” 


Phwat  s  thot?  said  the  newly  hired  maid, 
pointing  to  the  folding  bed  in  her  room.  “A  fold¬ 
ing  bed,”  was  the  reply.  “If  thot’s  th’  case  Oi 
can’t  shtay  here.  Oi  niver  cud  schlape  shtandin’ 


NEW'  PUPIL  IN  EYE. 

Howard  Crum  of  Altoona,  Pa.,  special  duty  en¬ 
gineer  on  the  Pittsburgh  division  of  the  Pennsyl¬ 
vania  Railroad,  submitted  to  an  operation  in  Phil¬ 
adelphia  which  was  designed  to  create  a  new  pupil 
in  his  left  eye. 

Five  years  ago  while  leaning  out  of  a  locomo¬ 
tive  cab  window,  Crum  was  struck  in  the  eye 
with  a  red-hot  cinder,  leaving  a  scar  which  vir¬ 
tually  obscured  the  sight  of  the  eye.  The  new 
pupil  was  opened  just  above  the  scar. 


New  Girl  (timidly) — I  s’pose  you  are  a  fine 
cook,  mum?  Young  mistress — Bless  me,  no*  I 
don  t  know  anything  about  it.  New  Girl  (re¬ 
lieved)— Then  we’ll  get  on  famously,  mum  I 
don’t,  either. 


Deledia— Phwat  are  yez  doin’,  takin’  the  lock 
oft  the  cupboard  dure,  Pat?  Are  yez  chrazv? 
Pat— No,  clarlint;  th’  dochtor  tould  me  to-day  that 
I  must  quit  boltin’  me  food— and  I’m  going-  to 
obey  insthructions!”  6  s 


SUMMER  FURS  EXTERMINATING  ANIMAL 

LIFE. 

Prof.  Osborn  has  made  a  plea  for  women  to 
cease  wearing  so-called  “summer  furs.”  He  said 
wild  animals  a^e  being  destroyed  so  rapidly  that 
in  thirty  years  there  will  be  practically  none  left 
and  the  next  generation  will  have  to  go  to  a  zo¬ 
ological  park  or  look  at  paintings  or  photographs 
for  a  knowledge  of  wild  animals.  Professor  Os¬ 
born  is  an  exceedingly  careful  writer  and  speaker 
and  his  warning  is  amply  justified,  the  senseless 
wearing  of  furs  in  summer  should  be  abandoned. 


•  T'  *yhat  are  you  making  those  grimace' 
m  the  glass  for,  my  dear?  Mr.  T.— I’m  trying  ti 
practice  a  look  of  astonishment.  Some  of  nr 
mends  are  going  to  make  me  a  present  to-night 
and  I  am  supposed  to  know  nothing  about  it? 


Women  always  look  for  a  chance  to  spend 
money,’  he  observed  irritably.  “Whenever  they 
open  a  newspaper  they  begin  to  study  the  adver¬ 
tisements.”  “Well,  Charley,  dear,”  answered 
young  Mrs.  Torkins,  “that  is  much  safer  than 
studying  the  horse-race  entries.” 
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INTERESTING 


PILGRIM  PAGEANT  BARRED. 

A  statement  that  a  pageant,  “Landing  of  the 
Pilgrims,’'  which  had  been  arranged  for  presenta¬ 
tion  in  Milwaukee  by  the  sane  Fourth  of  July 
commission  was  “exclusively  a  glorification  of  the 
Protestant  pilgrim,”  was  made  in  St.  Paul,  Minn., 
by  Archbishop  Messmer,  of  Mihvaukee,  in  expla¬ 
nation  of  his  order  forbidding  Catholic  school  chil¬ 
dren  to  take  part. 

The  archbishop’s  objections,  vrhen  communi¬ 
cated  to  the  Mihvaukee  committee  arranging  the 
Independence  Day  celebration,  caused  the  Pilgrim 
pageant  to  be  deleted  from  the  program. 


300-FOOT  WATERSPOUT  SEEN. 

Captain  Frederick  G.  Avery,  master  of  the 
Ward  Line  steamship  Esperanza,  reported  on  his 
arrival  the  other  day  'from  Vera  Cruz  and  Ha¬ 
vana  that  he  had  observed  an  unusually  large 
waterspout  while  steaming  through  the  Caribbean 
on  the  run  from  Mexico. 

The  spout  was  observed  about  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  astern  and  was  rotating  rapidly  in  the  course 
of  the  vessel.  The  skipper  observed  it  from  the 
bridge  and  kept  out  of  its  path  by  shifting  his 
course  to  the  northwest. 

To  the  vision  of  the  Esperanza’s  passengers  the 
waterspout  was  anywhere  from  two  to  five  times 
as  high  as  the  Woolworth  Building,  but  Captain 
Avery  estimated  its  height  at  about  300  feet.  He 
said  its  smallest  diameter,  at  a  hundred  feet  from 
the  surface  of  the  sea,  was  about  100  feet. 


ARCTIC  BOAT,  WITH  EGGLIKE  HULL,  IS 

LAUNCHED. 

The  schooner  Bowdoin,  built  to  carry  Donald  B. 
MacMillan,  the  explorer,  on  his  next  Arctic  voy¬ 
age  in  July,  was  launched  at  East  Boothbay,  Me., 

April  *  •  * 

In  design  and  construction  the  Bowdoin  embod¬ 
ies  all  elements  of  special  provision  for  the  work 
ahead  of  her  suggested  by  the  long  experience  of 
MacMillan,  who  was  the  chief  lieutenant  of  Peary 
in  his  successful  expedition  to  the  North  Pole. 
Her  hull  is  egg-shaped  with  nothing  to  which  ice 
can  cling.  Under  sufficient  pressure  from  the  ice 
floes,  the  Bowdoin,  instead  of  being  crushed, 
should  lift  out  of  water  and  be  carried  along  with 

-the  nack.  ,  , 

So  confident  is  MacMillan  of  the  schooners 
ability  to  cope  with  the  frozen  channels  of  the 
Far  North  that  he  plans  to  pass  through  the  dan- 
gprous  Fury  and  Hecla  strait  on  the  west  side  of 
Baffin  Land*,  where  former  expeditions  have  been 
lost  or  turned  back.  His  plans  include  also  either 
a  return  by  the  strait  or  the  circumnavigation  of 
Baffin  Land  after  exploring  a  stretch  of  3,000 
miles  of  its  wrestern  shore  on  which  it  is  believed 
no  white  man  has  ever  set  foot.  It  is  said  to  be 
the  longest  strip  of  unexplored  coast  in  the  world. 

The  Bowdoin  is  of  the  knockabout  auxiliary 
schooner  type  equipped  with  a  45-horse  power 
crude  oil  burning  engine,  an  installation  which  the 
e/plorer  hope.-  will  insure 'him  a  cruising  radius 
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virtually  unlimited  by  the  use  of  whale  oil  to  sup¬ 
plement  the  regular  fuel  supply. 

The  staunchness  of  the  hull  is  assured  by  a 
heavy  frame  planked  with  three-inch  white  oak  to 
which  has  been  added  at  the  waterline  a  five-foot 
belt  of  greenheart  -or  ironwood.  This  armor  i» 
said  to  withstand  the  grinding  action  of  ice  bet¬ 
ter  than  steel  or  any  other  material,  as  the  ice 
merely  polishes  its  hard  surface.  When  winter 
sets  in,  a  three-foot  covering  of  snow  and  ice  will 
be  placed  over  the  entire  ship  with  snow  housa 
after  the  Eskimo  style  to  cover  the  hatchways. 

The  expedition  is  planned  to  cover  two  years, 
but  may  be  prolonged. 


ISLAND  OF  CRIMES. 

The  Andamans  are  literally  the  home  of  as¬ 
sassins.  The  inhabitants  are  the  most  vicious 
members  of  an  older  civilization  and  the  uncivi¬ 
lized  head-hunters,  among  whom  murder  is  a 
sport  and  a  pastime.  In  the  settlement  are  about 
1,700  prisoners,  including  800  women.  On  arriv¬ 
ing  at  Port  Blair,  the  prisoners  first  spend  six 
months  in  solitary  confinement  in  the  cellular  jail 
on  Viper  Island.  They  are  then  transferred  to 
one  of  the  associated  jails  and  the  comparativo 
blessing  of  hard  labor  in  company  with  others, 
though  still  occupying  separate  cells  at  night. 
After  a  year  and  a  half  of  this,  they  become 
slaves,  working  in  and  about  the  settlement  dur¬ 
ing  the  day  and  sleeping  in  barracks  at  night, 
always  closely  guarded.  At  the  expiration  of  five 
years,  a  convict  becomes  eligible  to  join  the  colony 
of  “self-supporters”  and  live  in  the  village,  where 
he  earns  his  living  in  his  chosen  way,  lives  in  his 
own  house,  and  can  send  for  his  wife  and  children 
or  marry  a  convict  woman.  In  a  limited  sense  he 
becomes  a  paterfamilias,  but  is  always  carefully 
watched,  and  cannot  leave  the  settlement  without 
permission.  Through  all  the  stages  of  penal 
servitude  caste  is  preserved,  the  high-caste  Hindu 
not  even  touching  a  vessel  that  has  been  used  by 
a  low-caste  brother,  and  the  Mohammedans’  ra¬ 
tions  are  served  and  eaten  apart  from  the  others. 
Despite  the  rigid  discipline  and  the  vigilance  of 
the  authorities,  the  communal  life  is  far  from 
harmonious,  and  the  more  vicious  often  rebel.  The 
murderers  kill  one  another,  and  are  in  turn  mur¬ 
dered  by  the  treacherous  Andamanese,  who  regard 
the  hapless  convicts  and  their  guards  as  their 
natural  prey.  Occasional  attempts  at  escape  are 
made  by  the  prisoners,  but  the  efforts  inevitably 
prove  disastrous,  the  fugitive,  finding  his  condi¬ 
tional  freedom  worse  than  servitude,  either  dies 
at  the  hands  of  the  Jarawa  warriors,  falls  a  vic¬ 
tim  of  fever  or  other  disease,  or  starves.  Thera 
is  also  a  system  in  vogue  by  which  the  more 
friendly  tribes  of  savages  co-operate  with  tha 
authorities  in  capturing  escaped  convicts  and  re¬ 
ceive  rewards  for  the  return  of  the  unhappy  de¬ 
serters,  more  often,  however,  the  head-hunters 
kill  the  fugitive  and  return  only  the  head,  receiv¬ 
ing  the  reward  just  the  same,  the  killing  adding 
zest  to  the  chase  and  the  returning  of  the  head 
being  the  easiest  and  quickest  way  of  earning  tha 
reward. 
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EX-SOLDIER  STRIKES  GOLD  IN  AN  OLD  IN¬ 
DIAN  CAVE. 

Another  Klondyke  rush  in  Canada  may  be  an 
event  of  the  near  future,  judging  from  the  ex¬ 
citement  aroused  by  the  gold  discovery  at  Kazu- 
bazua,  Quebec,  in  the  Laurentian  Mountains, 
about  40  miles  north  of  Ottawa. 

The  man  who  discovered  the  gold  fields  is  Ser¬ 
geant  Major  James  Robert  Bowen  of-  the  224th 
Battalion,  Montreal.  Bowen  is  paying  a  visit  to 
his  native  city,  and  is  decked  up  like  a  millionaire. 

Bowen  said  Indians  told  him  that  in  1820  there 
was  discovered  a  secret  cave — or,  rather,  a  deep 
gully — surrounded  by  rocks.  The  sun  never  pene¬ 
trates  to  the  bottom  of  the  valley,  and  it  was 
there  the  Indians  used  to  worship.  White  men 
arrived,  and  the  Indians  removed  their  idols. 

Bowen  visited  the  gully,  met  the  owner  and 
blasted  a  tree.  The  exploison  threw  up  virgin 
gold.  Bowen  immediately  made  a  partnership 
agreement  with  the  old  man. 

Generous  in  his  good  luck,  Bowen,  after  stak¬ 
ing  his  own  claims,  let  several  of  his  overseas 
comrades  in  on  the  ground  floor,  and  accorded  the 
same  privilege  to  his  former  officers,  including 
General  St.  Pierre  Hughes. 


genuine  Imported  $5.00  Toyo  @ 

PANAMA  HAT  £~ 


SEND  N O  MONEY 


Just  mail  post-card  or  letter  today  for  this 
ome  Toyo  Panama  Hat.  Beautiful  drop 


’  for  this  hand¬ 
some  Toyo  Panama  Hat.  Beautiful  drop  crown 
style:  flexible  non-breukable  brim;  made  of  tho 
finest  Super-Tex;  fine  tough  fibre,  tightly  woven. 
Looks  and  wears  like  a  regular  $12.00  hat.  Heavy 
black  groBgrain  silk  ribbon  band,  non-sowable 
fiweat  band,  tremendous  bargain.  Send  no  money, 
pay  only  $2.79  on  arrival.  V/e  pay  delivery 
charges,  anothes-  big  saving. 

to  refund  your  money  Ir  yon  can  match 
WO  GU«ferAni63  this  wonderful  hut  lor  less  than  $5.00. 
gave  money  by  writing  today  suio  before  Uila  astounding 
®ffer  is  withdrawn.  Just  give  your  name,  addrcoa  ftod  aize. 


BERNARD.  HEWSTT  &  CO. 

Bap*.  0746  900  w* Van  Bursn  st*»  Chicago,  111. 


Cet  High  Cash  Prices  by  mailing  us  dia¬ 
monds,  watches,  new  or  broken  jewelry, 
platinum,  old  gold  and  silver,  War  Bonds, 
War  Stamps,  unused  postage,  etc.  Cash  by 
return  mail.  Goods  returned  in  30  days  if 
you’re  not  satisfied. 

OHIO  SMELTING  &  REFINING  CO. 
gG3  Lennox  Bldg,  Cleveland,  Ohio 


A  HUGE  EMERALD. 

An  uncut  emerald  weighing  630  carats  has  re¬ 
cently  been  brought  to  this  country  for  dividing 
and  cutting,  as  of  course  it  would  not  be  mar¬ 
ketable  in  its  present  form.  There  are  larger 
emeralds  in  existence;  one  in  Bogota  weighs  1,000 
carats,  and  one  of  the  Russian  crown  jewels,  be¬ 
fore  their  dispersion,  weighed  6  3-4  pounds. 


TWELVE  BOOKS  FREE 

These  beautiful  Little  Movie  Mirror  Books — each 
a  separate  volume  on  a  single  star — will  be  sent 
absolutely  free  to  you  for  three  six-months  sub¬ 
scriptions  to  this  magazine.  ' 

The  set  includes  books  on  Lillian  Gish,  Mae  Mur¬ 
ray,  Doraldina,  Corinne  Griffith,  Viola  Dana,  Colleen 
Moore,  Harriet  Hammond,  Wesley  Barry,  Wm.  S. 
Hart,  Ben  Turpin,  Wallace  Reid,  Bert  Lytell,  all 

packed  in  a  handsome,  compact  leatherette  library 
case.  Each  book  contains  pictures,  stories  and  per¬ 
sonal  letters  from  these  stars,  besides  -fine  four- 
color  covers,  and  pen-and-ink  sketches  on  the  back 
cover.  Three  G-months  subscriptions  at  $1.75  each 
or  $5.23  in  all,  and  you  get  The  Little  Movie  Mirror 
Books— a  $1.25  value — absolutely  free. 

HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  166  W.  23d  St.,  New  York 


Ride  and  Sell 

Black  Beauty  Bicycles 

— the  bicycle  with  the  biggest  reputation 
for  easy  riding,  good  looks  and  good  solid 
wear.  This_  wonderful  wheel  with  18 
exclusive  features  — 

From  Factory  to  You — FREE 

We’ll  ship  on  approval — express  prepaid. 
Look  the  wheel  over  before  you  pay  a  cent. 
You’re  sure  to  be  enthusiastic  when  you  tee 
the  wonderful  1321  Model  Electrically 
Equipped 

BLACK.  BEAUTY 


Our  dircct-from-factory-to-you-price  saves  you  money.  A 
small  deposit  and  A  DOLLAR  A  WEEK— the  wheel  U 
yours  wiui  the  first  payment.  Don’t  delay — write  now. 

HAVERF0RD  CYCLE  COMPANY 

Dept.  626  (Est.  25  years)  Philadelphia.  Pa. 

Be  a  Black  Beatify  Owner  Agent 


GIMME 


Send  To-day 

For  the  Most  Fascinating 
Game  of  tho  Age. 

Appeals  to  young  or  old 
—the  new  game  every  one 
is  crazy  about — none  so 
simple  or  as  fascinating. 

Carry  it  in  your  pocket 
and  you'll  wish  to  play 
night  and  day. 

Easy  to  play  by  two  or  many. 

Wonderfully  attractive.  Be  first  in  your  crowd  to 
own  a  GIMME — the  fastest  eamo  yet  Send  50  cents 
for  C.IMME  or  $1.50  for  GIMME  outfit  incl.  100 
counters,  etc. 

Order  today!  Money  back  if  not  satisfied. 

BART  MFG.  CO.  411  Reaper  Blit.  Chicago,  III. 


Goitre 


Treated  at  horn.;  no  rain;  no  port 
If  It  fall*,  after  direction,  ara  fol¬ 
lowed.  Successfully  used  for  19 
year*.  Writ,  for  Free  Bookl.t  and 
U.titnonlala.  COITRINC  CO., 
488  Waal  93rd  Straat,  Cfcla 


WOULD  BE 
“Dr.  CRUSOE” 
NOW 


Juan  Fernan¬ 
dez  Island,  450 
miles  west  of 
Valparaiso,  wide¬ 
ly  regarded  as 
the  spot  around 
which  the  story 
of  Robinson  Cru¬ 
soe  was  written, 
is  to  be  turned  in¬ 
to  a  health  resort, 
according  to 
present  plans  of 
the  Chilean  Gov¬ 
ernment. 

The  island  is 
thirteen  miles 
long  and  four 
miles  wide.  Vege¬ 
tation  is  abund¬ 
ant.  Many  kinds 
of  fruits  thrive 
there  and  the  sea 
in  the  vicinity 
swarms  with  a 
species  of  codfish 
and  quantities  of 
seals,  according 
to  a  recent  visi¬ 
tor. 

The  actual  or¬ 
iginal  of  Defoe’s 
story  of  Cruesoe 
was  said  to  have 
been  Alexander 
Selkirk,  one  of  a 
crew  of  buccan¬ 
eers,  who  quar¬ 
relled  with  his 
skipper  and  was 
marooned  at  his 
own  request  on 
Juan  Fernandez, 
where  he  spent 
four  lonely  years. 
The  grotto  where 
Selkirk  is  suppos¬ 
ed  to  have  lived 
with  his  man  Fri¬ 
day  still  is  to  be 
seen.  A  British 
warship  visited 
the  island  in  1868 
and  members  of 
_  the  crew  erected 
a  tablet  in  mem¬ 
ory  of  Selkirk. 

Some  years 
a?o  the  Chilean 
Government  at¬ 
tempted  to  colon¬ 
ize  the  island  and 
gave  free  pas- 
Aage  to  emigrants 
but  the  scheme 
was  a  failure  and 
the  island  now 
has  only  200  in¬ 
habitants. 


WARNING 

la  ketaln,  y»ur  bowel*  regular  da  not 
become  addicted  to  weakening  purzatlves 
o?  mtnereiriuiaUT^;  just  try  K0R0LAX; 

||aL'  settle,  wholescjre.  Best  and  goea 
farthest.  Obtainable  gt’busy  druggists,  ercry- 
psi.  KIMrtax  la  relief  for  jn&ny  ailments, 
□Rjmdiog  •  constipation.  bfgdaohei.  rilny 
*Ml™,  belching,  cw,  heartburn,  torpid  Urcr. 

Ad  breath.  ccr-ouaneas,.  dyspepsia,  lndlgrs- 
&U  obealty,  mental  and  physical  dullness. 

SORENESS  HEALED 


enlarged  veins, 
for 


■ore  or  ©pen  legs,  ulcers,  enlarged  ’ 
eczema  .healed  while  you  work.  Write 
free  book  and  describe  your  own  case. 

A. C.  Liepc,  1457  Green  Bay  Av.,Mil\VRukee,'Wls. 


TOBACCO  HABIT 

Crushes  Helpless  Victims  ) 

Not  only  la  tobacco  filthy  and  diagustinr  to 
your  loved  onss.  but  it  containe  a  Deadly  Poi¬ 
son  which  weakens  heart,  stomach,  lowers 
vitality  and  invites  diseaso  that  may  shorten 
your  life.  STOP  I  Regain  vigor;  but  don't 
•hock  y our  system  by  tryimr  to  quit  unaided. 

EASY  TO  QUIT 

It  makes  no  difference  how  Ion?  yon  have 
used  tobacco  whether  you  eirioke  cigarettes, 
pipe,  cigars,  chew  or  use  snuff,  NU-O-TIne 
Tobacco  Remedy  will  free  you  from  the  crav¬ 
ing  quickly  and  for  goad.  No  further  desire 
for  tobacco.  Guaranteed  harmless.  ^  Has 
cured  thousands  ef  worst  cases. 

SENT  ON  TRIAL 

Write  today  for  full  remedy  on  trial 


PERKINS  CHEMICAL  COMPANY,  E-12,  Hatting..  Nebr. 


On  legal  aSdavit  John  Harl  Brittain,  business  in  an,  certified 
Id  this:  “My  head  at  the  top  and  back  waa  absolutely  bald.  The 
Scalp  was  shiny.  An  expert  said  that  he  thought  the  hair  roots  were 
extinct,  and  there  was  no  hope  of  my  ever  having  a  new  hair  growth. 

“Yet  cow,  at  an  age  over  66,  I  have  a  luxuriant  growth  of 
Soft,  strong,  lustrous  hair  l  No  trace  of  baldness.  The  pictures  shown 
kexe  are  from  my  photographs.’1  Mr.  Brittain  certified  further: 

INDIAN’S  SECRET  PE  HAIR  GROWTH 

“At  a  tlm9  when  I  had  become  discouraged 
ht  trying  various  hair  lotions,  tonics,  specialists’ 
treatments,  etc.,  I  came  across,  in  my  travels,  a 
Cherokee  Indian  ‘medicineman’  who  had  an  elixir 
that  he  asseverated  would  grow  my  hair.  Although 
[£  had  hut  little  faith,  I  gave  it  a  trial.  To  my 

amazement  a  light  fuzz  soon  appeared.  It  developed,  day  by  day,  into 
&  healthy  growth,  and  ere  long  nay  hair  was  as  prolific  as  in  my 
youthful  days. 

That  I  was  astonished  and  happy  is  expressing  my  stale  of  mind  mildly* 
Obviously,  th©  hair  roots  had  not  been  dead,  but  were  dormant  in. 
4ho  scalp,  awaitin'*  the  fertilizing  potency  of  the  mysterious  pomade^ 
I  negotiated  for  and  came  into  possession  of  the  principle  for  pre^ 
paring  this  mysterious  elixir,  now  called  Kotalko,  and  later  had  the 
j:ecipe  put  into  practical  form  by  a  chemist. 

That  my  own  hair  growth  was  permanent  has  been  amply  proved,'* 


'After  hair  growth 


KOTALKO 

FOR  FALLING  HAIR 
BALDNESS.  DANDRUFF 

For  Sale  at  all 
Busy  Drug  Stores 


Thcto  when  baldt 

How  YOU  May  Grow 

16  has  heea  proved  in  very  many  casea  that  hair  roots  did 
Sot  die  even  when  the  hair  fell  out  through,  dandruff,  fever, 
fihpecia  areata  or  certain  other  hair  or  scalp  disorders.  Miss 
%  D.  Otto  reports:  “About  8  years  ago  my  hair  began  to  fall 

- 1 —  out  until  my  scalp  in  spots  was 

almost  entirely  bald.  I  used, 
everything  that  was  recommend¬ 
ed  but  was  always  disappointed 
until  at  last  I  came  across  Ko¬ 
talko.  My  bald  spots  are  being 
covered  now;  the  growth  is  al¬ 
ready  about  three  inches.”  G. 

W'<  Mitchell  reports:  “I  had 
spots  completely  bald,  over 
Which  hair  is  now  growing  since 
I  used  Kotalko.’’  Mrs.  Matilda 
Maxwell  reports:  “The  whole 
front  of  my  head  was  as  bald 
s  the  palm  of  my  hand  for  about  15  years.1  Since  using 
fotalko,  hair  is  growing  zL.  over  tha  placei  that  was  bald, 
iany  more  splendid,  convincing  reports  from  satisfied  users, 

contains  GENUINE  BEAR  OIL  ««.*■<*.  — 

gradients.  No  alcohol,  no  Bhampoo;  but  a  hair  elixir  of 
wonderful  efficacy.  All  ingredients  are  safe  and  harmless, 
even  for  a  child’s  scalp  and  hair.  Positively  KOTALKO  1a 
one  delightfully  reliable  hair  preparation  that  succeeds 
upon  genuine  merit.  Buy  a  box  of  KOTALKO  at  the  drug  store.  Or  ask  for  Kotalko 
ht  the  toilet  poods  or  drag  counter  of  any  large  department  store.  Remember  tn» 
name.  Accept  nothing  else  as  “just  as  g°od.’’  $300.^  GUARANTEE.  rroVhURF1 
cent*  (silver  or  stamps),  you  will  receive  a  PROOF  BOX  of  K ot alko  with  p 

postpaid  Determine  NOW  to  eliminate  DANDRUFF,  to  treat  BALDNESS,  to  S£OD 
HA  I  a  j*roM  FALLING.  Get  a  box  cf  guaranteed  KOTALKO,  apply  one©  or  twioa 
ftaily;  watch  in  your  mirror.  For  PROOF  BOX  (10  cents,  none  otherwise)  write  to 

KOTALKO:OFFICES,  BA-375,  Station  X,  New  York 


’Kotalko  is  wonderful 
for  women’s  hair. 

and  other  potent  in* 


DEATH  RATE 
AND  AGES 


The  death  rate 
among  males  in 
this  country  is 
twice  as  great  at 
40  as  it  is  at  20, 
according  to  The 
Nation’s  Busi¬ 
ness.  This  means 
that  50  per  cent, 
pf  the  vital  resis¬ 
tance  is  gone  at 
that  early  age, 
an  age  when  a 
snan  is  supposed 
\  o  be  at  t  he 
height  of  his 
powers,  an  a.ge 
when  his  vitality 
should  be  at  least 
equal  to  that  of 
a  man  ,of  20. 
Why  isn’t  it?  In¬ 
fections,  poisons, 
mental  strain, 
physical  strain, 
mental  inactivity, 
physical  inactiv¬ 
ity,  too  much 
food,  too  little 
food,  badly  bal¬ 
anced  diet  —  a 
long  list  of  caus¬ 
es.  most  of  them 
traceable  to  the 
widespread  and 
fallacious  notion 
that  a  man  can 
fiave  health  with¬ 
out  working  for 

St!  ''  , 

No  man  need 

accept  the  physi- 
Cal  limitations 
which  apparently 
doom  so  many  to 
lilt  the  downhill 
trail  almost  be¬ 
fore  they  have 
come  to  the  age 
that  should  en¬ 
dow  them  with 
the  fullest  physi¬ 
cal  and  mental 
power.  Right  liv¬ 
ing  and  right  re¬ 
medial  measures, 
checked  un  and 
3k  e  p  t  right  by 
means  of  period¬ 
ic  examinations, 
form  a  combina¬ 
tion  that  would 
jfasure  a  full  life 
to  thousands  who 
:&ave  long  since 
igiven  up  hope  of 
inch  a  thing. 


Write  to  iiiker  &  King,  Advertising  Offices,  118  East  28th  Street,  New  York  City, 
or  8  South  Wabash  Avenue,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine. 


AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  levise  poems, 
write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios,  165C, 
Fitzgerald  Building,  New  York. 


AGENTS 

AGENTS — If  you  are  making  less  than  $10.00  a  day 
clear  protit — get  in  touch  with  us.  We  want  active 
agents  to  sell  Hootch  to  drug  stores,  candy  stores,  news 
and  cigar  stands,  restaurants,  etc.  They  ail  order  and 
want  more.  You  build  up  a  big  business  quick,  using 
part  time  or  all  time.  Beats  house  to  house  canvassing. 
You  deal  with  business  pooplo.  Just  a  few  minutes 
makes  the  sale.  Write  and  we  will  tell  you  what 
Hootch  is  and  how  it  brings  in  the  money.  Address 
Hootch.,  Dept.  S21  W.  Madison  St.,  Chicago. _ 

AGENTS— TO  TRAVEL  BY  AUTOMOBILE  introducing 
our  big  lino  of  fast  summer  sellers.  The  greatest  line 
on  earth.  Make  $10  a  day  easy.  Complete  outfit  and 
automobile  furnished  to  workers.  Write  at  once  for 
exclusive  territory.  American  Products  Co.,  4895  Ameri¬ 
can  Bldg.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

ART  AND  DEN  PICTURES 

PHOTO’S  G!EL  MODELS  Daring  Poses.  Samples  25c. 

Dozen  $1.50.  Fish  Lure  Make  Fish  Bite  Fast.  Bex 
25c.  Five  $1.00.  Sports  Own  Boole  Contains  Jazzy 
Beading,  Daring  Pictures,  etc.,  25c.  Catalogue  10c. 
Hamilton’s  Co.,  Barnes  City,  Iowa. _ 

tfi rhL  pTcTU RES — Ileal  "Classy”;  10  (all  different) 

$1.00;  two  samples,  25  cts.  (nothing  vulgar).  United 
Sales  Co.,  Springfield,  III.  _ _ 


EXCHANGE 

PHONOGRAPH  RECORDS  and  Player  Plano  Bolls 
exchanged.  Trade)  old  for  new.  Stamp  brings  list. 
Fuller.  Wichita,  Kansas.  


FOR  SALE 

YOU  CAN  OWN  a  good  farm  in  Michigan  at  our  low 
prices  and  easy  terms.  All  conveniences.  Special  help 
to  settlers.  Booklet  free.  Swigart,  M-126S.  First 
N  ati  on  al  Bank -Bldg..  Chicago,  Hi. _ 

IF  YOU  WANT  to  sell  or  exchange  your  property 
write  me.  JOHN  J.  BLACK,  173rd  St.,  Chippewa 
Falls,  WIs. 


ABSOLUTELY  FREE — Information  about  our  method 
of  helping  farmseeker3  settle  on  choice  hardwood 
land  in  Michigan.  Ideal  living  conditions,  successful 
crops.  Big  illustrated  booklet  tells  everything.  FREE 
— send  for  it  now.  Swigart,  M-1268,  First  National 
Bank  Building,  Chicago,  Ill. 


HELP  WANTED 

WANTED — 1,500  Hallway  Traffic  Inspectors;  no  expe¬ 
rience;  train  for  this  profession  thru  spare  time  home- 
study;  easy  terms;  $110  to  $200  monthly  and  expenses 
guaranteed,  or  money  back.  Outdoors;  local  or  travel¬ 
ing;  under  Dig  men  who  reward  ability.  Get  Free 
Booklet,  CM-101,  Standard  Business  Training  Inst., 
Buffalo.  N.  Y. 


PERSONAL 

MARRY  IF  LONESOME — Ladies'  membership  free.  Gen¬ 
tlemen's  membership  two  months  50c.  One  year  $2.50, 
Copy  members  names,  addresses  25c.  Sweetheart's  Cor- 
respomhng  Club,  Barnes  City,  Iowa. _ 

TOO  FAT?  Reduce  weight  easily,  pleasantly,  no  *ell 
starvation,  no  strenuous  exercises,  reliable,  guaranteed. 
Obtain  Korein  tabules  any  busy  pharmacy  or  write  for 
free  brochure.  Korein  Co.,  NE-370,  Station  X,  New 
Y  ork. _ 

DANDRUFF.  Clear  the  scalp,  removing  dandruff  com¬ 
pletely,  lastingly.  Accelerate  new  hair  growth.  Use 
Kotalko.  Obtain  at  druggist’s  or  mail  10  cents  for 
proof  box.  Kotalko  Offices,  BE-370,  Station  X,  New 
York. _ _ _ 

DON’T  WORRY  ABOUT  TROUBLES.  DIFFICULTIES 

OR  money  due  anywhere.  For  advice  and  prompt 
action  write  and  consult  lawyer  Wallace,  2204  Michigan 
Ave.,  Chicago,  III. _ _ 

MARRIAGE  PAPER.  Big  issue  with  descriptions, 
photos,  names  and  addresses,  25  cents.  No  other  fee. 
Sent  sealed.  Box  2265  R,  Boston,  Mass.  _ 

MR.  LON  ELY- MAN,  a  wonderful  little  wife  awaits  you’ 
Write  Mrs.  Willard,  Box  749,  Chicago,  Illinois,  for 
inform ation.  Enclose  stamped  envelope. _ 

MAP.RY— Many  rich;  particulars  for  stamp.  Mrs. 
Morrison,  3053  W.  Holden  St.,  Seattle,  Wash. 


PIMPLES — Acne  eruptions,  face  or  body;  I  know  th« 
cause,  my  Internal  treatment  remove*  16;  my  special 
oxternal  preparation  eradicates  ail  blemishes  and  re¬ 
stores  natural  skin.  Booklet  for  etamp.  Dr.  Rodger*. 
135  East  47th  St.,  Chicago. _ _ _ 

WRITE  Lillian  Sproul,  Station  H.  Cleveland,  O..  1} 
you  wish  a  pretty  and  wealthy  wife.  Enclose  stamped 

envelope. 


LONELY  MAIDEN,  26,  would  marry.  Write  for  pic¬ 
ture.  Box  150K,  Syracuse,  N.  Y. 


MARRY.  Successful  “Home  Maker."  Hundreds  rich. 

Confidential,  reliable,  years'  experience,  description* 
free.  Tho  Successful  Club,  Box  556,  Oakland,  Cal. 

MARRY  RICH,  hundreds  anxious,  descriptive  list  free. 

satisfaction  guaranteed.  Select  Club,  Dept.  A,  Rapid 
City,  So.  Dak. _ _ 

SIXTH  AND  SEVENTH  BOOKS  OF  MOSES.  Egyptian 
secrets.  Black  art,  other  rare  books.  Catalog  free. 
Star  Book  Co.,  RK621,  Camden,  N.  J.  _ 

MARRY:  Thousands  congenial  people,  worth  from 

$1,000  to  $50,000  seeking  early  marriage,  descriptions, 
photos,  introductions  free.  Sealed.  Either  sex-.  Send 
no  money.  Address  Standard  Cor.  Club,  Grayslakc,  111. 
GET  MARRIED — Best  Matrimonial  paper  published. 

Mailed  FREE.  American  Distributor,  Suite  217, 
Blalrsvllle,  Penna. _ 

MARRY — FREE  PHOTOS  beautiful  ladies ;.  descriptions 
and  directory;  pay  when  married.  New  Plan  Co., 
Dept.  245,  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

MARRY— MARRIAGE  DIRECTORY  with  pboto3  and 

descriptions  free.  Pay  when  married.  The  Exchange, 
Dept.  545.  Kansas  City.  Mo. 


MEN  WANTED  for  Detective  Work.  Experience  un¬ 
necessary.  Write  J.  Ganor,  Former  U.  S.  Govt.  De- 
tcctive,  132.  St.  Louis,  Mo, _ 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  investigation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Lti d wig,  521  Wcstover  Bldg..  Kansas  City,  Mo. _ 

DETECTIVES  earn  big  money.  Travol  and  good  op¬ 
portunities.  We  show  you  how.  Write  American 
School  of  Criminology,  Dept.  M,  Detroit,  Mich. _ 

LADIES  WANTED,  and  MEN,  too,  to  address  envel¬ 
opes  and  mail  advertising  matter  at  home  for  large 
mail  order  firms,  spare  or  whole  time.  Can  make 
$10  to  $35  wlcly.  No  capital  or  experience  required. 
Book  explains  everything;  send  10  cts.  to  cover  postage, 
etc.  Ward  Pob.  Co..  Tilton.  N,  II.  _ 

DETECTIVES  EARN "  b7g~MO~nFy7  Great  demand  for 

men  and  women.  Fascinating  work.  Particulars  free. 
Write,  American  Detectivo  System,  1968  Broadway, 
New  York, _ . 

MISCELLANEOUS 

STORIES,  POEMS,  PLAYS,  etc.,  are  wanted  for  publi¬ 
cation.  Submit  MSS.  or  write  Literary  Bureau,  515 
Hannibal,  Mo. 

AMBITIOUS  WRITERS  send  today  for  Free  Copy 
America's  leading  magazine  for  writers  of  Photoplays. 
Stories,  Poems,  Songs.  Instructive,  helpful.  Writer's 
Digest.  60S  Butler  B'dg..  Cincinnati. 


PATENTS.  Trademark,  Copyright — foremost  word  free. 

Long  experience  as  patent  solicitor.  Prompt  advice 
charges  very  reasonable.  Correspondence  solicited.  Re¬ 
sults  procured.  Metzger,  Washington,  D.  O. 


SINCERE  LADIES  and  GENTLEMEN  who  wish  to 
marry.  Confidential  and  satisfaction.  Box  73,  Arcade 
Station.  Los  Angeles.  Calif. _ _____ 

MARRY— WITHIN  SIXTY  DAYS.  PAY  when  mar¬ 
ried.  Send  no  money  for  our  new  liberty  guarantee 
marriage  plan.  Nothing  eTer  like  it  in  America.  Pilot 
Pub.  Co.,  Desk  B,  Marshall,  Mich. 


SCIENTIFIC 

YOUR  LIFE  STORY  in  the  stars.  Send  birth  date  and 
dime  for  trial  reading.  Sherman.  Rapid  City.  S.  Dak. 

ASTROLOGY— STARS  TELL  LIFE’S  STORY.  Send 
htnhdate  and  dime  for  trial  reading.  Eddy,-  4301 
JeflTerson,  Kansas  City,  Mo.  Apartment  73. 


SONGWRITERS 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG— We  write  the 

music,  copyright  and  print  professional  copies  which 
are  distributed  to  over  200  performers  and  theatres  anti 
submitted  to  80  publishers  for  outright  sale.  Our  Chief 
of  Staff  wrote  tho  GREATEST  BALLAD  SUCCESS  OF 
ALL  TIME.  MILLIONS  of  copies  of  his  songs  have 
been  sold.  Bell  Studios.  1490  Broadway,  Dept.  713, 
New  York. 


WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG!  Wo  will  write 
the  music  and  guarantee  publication  ou  a  royalty 
btsU.  Submit  poems  on  anv  subject.  Seton  Vtuslo 
Company.  920  S.  Michigan  Ave.,  Boom  122.  Chicago 


nrnMfc.  irifc.  WUKUb  rult  A  bONG.  We  ITTlsa  jwnil. 

write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication. 
Submit  poems  on  any  subject  Broadway  Studies, 
165C,  Fitzgerald  Building,  New  York. 


SONGWRITERS — Continued 

SONGWRITERS! — Learn  of  the  .public's  demand  for 
songs  suitable  for  dancing  and  tbs  Opportunities 
greatly  changed  conditions  ofTer  new  writers,  obtainable 
only  In  our  "Songwriters'  Manual  &  Guide."  sent  free. 
Submit  your  ideas  for  songs  at  once  for  free  criticism 
and  adtice.  We  revise  poems,  compose  music,  secure 
copyright  and  facilitate  free  publication  or  outright  gale 
of  songs.  Knickerbocker  Studios,  332  Gaiety  Bldg., 
Mew  York. 

STAMMERING 

ST-STU-T-T-TERINQ  and  stammering  cured  at  home. 

Instructive  booklet  free.  Walter  McDonnell,  13 
roioaac  Bank  llldg.,  Washington.  D.  C. 

THEATRICAL 

GET  ON  THE  STAGE.  I  tell  you  how!  Sand  fl  cts. 

postage  for  illustrated  Stage  Book  and  full  par¬ 
ticulars,  H.  LaDelie,  Bor  557,  Los  Angeles,  Cal. 

TOBACCO  HABIT 

TOBACCO  or  SnufT  llablt  cured  or  no  pav.  $1  1! 

cured.  Remedy  sent  on  trial.  Superba  Co.,  PC, 
Baltimore.  Md. 


TOBACCO  KILLS  MANLY  VIGOR.  Quit  habit  easily. 

Any  form,  chewing,  smoking  or  snuff,  cured  or  no 
charge.  If  cured,  $1.  Stops  craving,  harmless.  Pull 
remedy  on  trial.  Perkins  Co..  B-51  Hastings.  Nebr. 


Stop  Using  a  Truss 


Yes,  atop  it,  you  knew 

byyour  own  experience 
it  is  only  a  make-shift, 
a  false  prop  against  a 
collapsingwall,  and  that 
it  is  undermining  your 
health.  Why,  then,  con¬ 
tinue  to  wear  it  ?  Hera 
Is  a  better  way,  which 
means  that  tiresome, 
torturous  trusses  can  be 
thrown  away  forever, 
and  it’s  all  because 
Stuart’s  PLAPAO-PADS 
are  different,  being 
medicine  applicators 
made  self-adhesive  pur¬ 
posely  to  prevent  slip¬ 
ping  and  to  afford  an 
arrangementto  hold  the 
parts  securely  in  place. 

NO  STRAPS, 
BUCKLES  OR 
SPRINGS 
ATTACKED, 

cannot  slip,  so 
cannot  chafe  or 
press  against  the 
pubic  bone. 


Thousands  have  treated  themselves  In  the  privacy  Of 
the  home,  and  report  most  obstinate  cases  cured— no 
delay  from-^-ork.  Soft  ss  velvet— easy  to  apply— Inex¬ 
pensive.  Ptocess  of  recovery  is  natural,  so  afterwards 
no  use  for  trusses.  Awarded  Gold  Medal  International 
Exposition,  Rome;  Grand  Prix,  Paris.  Write  us  today  to 
prove  It  by  sending  TRIAL  PLAPAO,  FREE.  Address, 
Plsnso  Co.  2185  Stuart  Bldtf,  St. Louis,  Mo- 

TOO  FAT? 

Many  reduce  10  to  60  lbs.,  or  more.  Obtain 
Koreift  (pronounced  keretn)  at  any  busy  drug 
store;  or  wryte  for  free  brochure  to  Korein  Co., 
NE-3T5.  Station  X.  New  York.  Become  slender 
b7  best  method.  No  salts,  no  thyroid,  no  starv¬ 
ing.  no  tedious  exercising.  Delightfully  easy, 
rapid  reduction;  Improves  health,  symmetry, 
efficiency.  Look  younger!  ADD  YEARS  TO 
YOUR  LIFE!  become  thin  and  remain  tot 
Mon' y  tack  $100  guarantee.  Get  KOREIN  tabulesl 


_h»re  *t  — 
colors  and 

mod«l  facta,,—.  , 

6AVE  $10  to  $25  11,  US 

advsnUga  of  tho  22  months  to  pay  plan. 
Many  oaraQU  advance  first  smalt  dspoalt  and 
eaarcatic  boys  and  atria  easily  cam  the 

30* DAY S ^FR 7TR I AL  oo  the  Bangor  yon 
•elect.  Coate  nothing  uoUm  roa  c eAtls- 
C#d.  DeU  rerod  free  on  Approval.. 


i.  ueureroa  rrceon  Approval.  «  ^  \  i, 

42**s*<c  lamp®,  faoroe.wheele.  parta.  all 

eauiuDDent  for  bicycles  belosv  oeuaiPncee 
(WRITE  TODAY  for  full  Information.  BU».  Free 
Bluatrmted  catalog.  factory  pricao  and  terms  aa  trolly 


BLANK  CARTRIDGE  PISTOL 

PRICES 


Revshrtf 

Cataltg 


50c. 


Frte 


WoW  made  and  ef¬ 
fective;  modelled  on 
latest  typo  of  Revolver; 
appearance  alone  is 
enough  to  scar®  a  burg¬ 
lar.  When  Icadod  it  may 
be  aa  cd’activo  as  a  real 
revolver  without  danger  to  life.  It  takes  stand¬ 
ard  .22  Cal.  Flank  Cartridges  obtainable  every¬ 
where.  A  Great  Protection  Against  Burglars* 
Tramp*  and  Docs.  You  c^n  bav?  it  lying  about  '■’* 


Tramp*  ano  Docs.  You  can  have  tt  lying  about  ~ '  ^ / ~ 
without  tho  danger  tttacbea  to  other  revolver*.  ■trirrEx^ 

PftICf  £Oc  Postoeld:  BoUer  mekd  end  superior  ouattty  for 


fl>00.  Blank  Cartridges  .22  cal. t  shipped  express  GQc  per  100. 
LIIERTT  SPOMlHG  6»'8f!S  CD..  831  762.  Bej>!.  577  CRICA30 


QUICK  HAIR  GROWTH » 
Box  Five  To  You  I 


gvu  j  uu  rr mi iree,  a  inai  boy  or  KOI* 
Mott,  that  has  proved  successful  iu  so  many 
cases?  If  so,  you  need  only  to  answer  this  adv. 
by  postcard  or  letter,  asking  for  FREE  BOX. 
This  famous  preparation  Is  for  dandruff,  thin¬ 
ning  hair  and  several  forms  of  E?  era 

.BALDNESS.  la  many  case3,  E™ 
i  a  new  hair  growth  has  been  reported  when 
|  all  else  had  failed.  So  wh’y  not  ace  foj* 
yourself  I  Koskott  is  used  by  men  and 
women;  it  is  perfectly  harmless  and  often 
_  — .  •tart*  hair  growth  in  a  fevr  days.  Address  t 

Koskott  Laboratoiy,  KA-375,  Station  F.  New  York,  N.Y. 


OLD  COINS  WANTED 

$$'2  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  Hundreds  of 
Coins  dated  before  1895.  Keep  ALL  old 
Money.  You  may  have  Coins  worth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  10c.  for  new 
Illustrated  Coin  Value  Book,  size  4x0. 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 

CLARKE  COIN  CO.,  Box  35,  Le  Roy,  N.  Y. 


10VERS'*GU!D£.orAnEasyRo8dtoM3rrIag« 

Tiil*  “How  to  Court  a  Bashful  Girl. “How  to  Woo  *n  Hofrots.  “How 
.a  Lady  Should  Manayo  Hsr  Beau  to  zuako  him  Propoeo  Marriage. 
RC^'How  to  Cato h  aRioh  Baoholor.  “How  to  Win  tho  Farorof  Ladies. 
M Wedding Stlquott#,&o.,4o.  All subjeotj  helpful  to  lovers.  IOC  POSTPAI  D 

WARD  PUB.  CO.,  Tilton.  N.  II. 


oOLVE  this  pur2ie,  win  Ford  Anto  votes  free.  The  letters  of  the 
°  alphabet  are  numbered;  A  la  1,  B  ia2,  andsoon.  Theflgnresln  the 
little  squares  to  the  left  represent  four  words.  (20  is  the  letter  "T".) 
Wbataretbefourwords?  Canyon  workitout?  If  so,  send  youranswer 
qniek.  Bnrely  you  want  this  fine,  new  Ford  anto.  Bend  no  money. 
I  have  already  given  away  many  autos.  Yon  can  own  an  auto. 

SEND  ANSWER  TO-DAY 

We  not  only  give  awzy  this  Ford  auto,  but  hundreds  of  dollars  In  cash  and  scores 
of  other  valuable  prizes.  Bicycles,  Guns,  Watches.  Talking  Machines;  something 
foe  everybody.  Everyone  who  answers  this  can  hare  a  prize.  There  are  no  losers. 
Nothing  dime  alt  to  do.  Everybody  wins.  Someone  gets  this  new,  latest  model 
Yea  Waat  Itr  Ford  Auto  free.  Electric  starter  and  lights.  Do  you  want  It  J  Write  today  and  be  first. 

FORD  WILLSOfl,  141  W.  Ohio  Straat,  Dept.  2465  Chicago,  111. 


SNOW  SHOES 


Snow  shoes, 
which  proved 
such  important 
instruments  i  n 
the  recent  rescue 
of  the  American 
naval  balloonists 
from  the  snow¬ 
bound  wilds  of 
Canada,  are  little 
known  except  in 
most  general 
terms  outside  the 
localities  where 
they  are  common¬ 
ly  used.  Still,  to 
make  them  is  a 
fine  art  and  to 
use  them  is  an  ac- 
complis  h  m  ,e  n  t. 
Walking  on  snow- 
shoes  is  learning 
to  walk  all  over 
again,  says  a  bul¬ 
letin  on  the  sub¬ 
ject  by  the  Amer¬ 
ican  Forestry  As¬ 
sociation. 

The  snovvshoe, 
with  its  broad, 
latticed,  rawhide 
bottom,  is  ser¬ 
viceable  in  walk¬ 
ing  over  soft 
snow.  The  wear¬ 
er  does  not  ex¬ 
pect  to  develop 
much  speed.  That 
is  where,  when 
snowstorms  such 
as  beset  the 
navy’s  .men.  the 
snowshoes  nlay  a 
big  part.  North- 
e  r  n  hunter? 
make  t kefir  own 
snowshoes  with 
hatchet  and 
knife,  and  if 
leather  thongs 
were  not  at  hand, 
the  lattice  soles 
could  be  woven 
of  basswood 
bark,  which  can 
be  stripped  in 
winter  as  well  as 
in  summer. 


Milk  strippings 
from  a  healthy 
cow,  drunk  regu¬ 
larly  as  a  bever¬ 
age,  are  said  to 
be  fattening  and 
a  remedy  for 
consumption  in 
its  early  stages. 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 

Useful  Instructive,  and  Amusing.  They  Contain 
Valuable  Information  on  Almost  Every  Subject 


wo\V  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing 

SA...  AM.  mu...  A 

^^jrssu  %  vsssz  -  sss. 

in  this  ^  ,  ’companion  sports  to  boating, 

wing  and  i-ouTUNES.-Kveiy  one  is 

No.  28.  HO u  at  hj,  tluun.  life  will  bring 

desirous  of  ku  l  "’  ss  or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty. 

te.rVv  »  •«  “>•»  »«'•'  '’00k-  llUS'  0,10 

and  be  corndneed.  co>.E  AN  ^veJ.’TOR.- Every 

N °.  ~tt.  .  hoNV  juveiitions  originated,  'fids  book 

boy  should  k  •  ,rivjug  examples  in  eieetneity,  lij- 
ex pnuns  hen  °  opt£s,  pneumatics,  meciiamcs,  etc. 

draulics.  01.1  =  11  ^  .  cl>oii  _i0ne  0f  the  most  mstuetive 

*?•  **'  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for 

bo oks  on  cooking  c  uud  oysters;  also  pus  pud- 

Uings?  cakes’ and  ail  kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand  col¬ 
lection  of  t^ciP^-  BEHAVE.— Containing  the  rules 

No.  3u.  HO«  ,  ,  .,,.,1  |  ijo  easiest  and  most 

and  etiquette  ot  goo  appc»;[’ring  lo  good  advantage  at 
-^n^^-a^^cnoich,  and  in  the  drawing- 

r0?-IU‘  «X  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and 

SfbiiliavS.  bagatelle! 1  lulciigaiuinoti,1  *  croquet ,l ^Fomiuoes, 

•SSSfru'TS' SS'JSrSSSSiS 

SifiiSaSS  S,‘0-^ 

iliu st rated.  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S 

lOEF  BOOK. — Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  1 -'tes t 
jOkk  •  most  famous  end  men.  No  amauui 

jokes  u>e  k  without  this  wonderful  little  book, 

“rt  SrilOVS  OF  NEW  YOKE  STUMP 
S^KE^-Contamin^^  va  ried  -ortnmnt  ^  stump 

V  tlV‘llTflFrBOYS  OfIS  yS«K  mSsSS 

rriiiF  \NI>  .JOKE  BOOK.— Something  new  and  very 
fm  'ruHive  Every  boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it 
contains  full  instructions  for  organizing  an  amateur 

minstrel  troupe  „  , 

Xr,  (  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRIC  II \. 
A  dot  . ‘not ion  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and 
— A  des.  LiiH  n  t() outlier  with  full  instructions  for 

Sgff.  ElSu-to  T«ys?*intt«li'».  My  «*or*e  Twb.1 

f  M  ,P)|  D.  Containing  over  hfty  illustrations 

Vo  48  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A 

hand v  book  lor  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  con- 
stimcling  canoes  and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sail- 
t>.o-  them  FuJly  illustrated. 

*  L  49'  HOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules  for  con¬ 
ducting  debates,  outlines  of  debates,  questions  for  dis¬ 
mission  and  fhe  best  sources  for  procuring  information 

0INo‘e50.1,UHOWSlT)V  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS  — 
*  valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  pre¬ 
paring.  mounting  and  preserving  birds,  animals  and 

insects. 

No  ,1  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS  — 

Containing  explanations  of  th<v  general  principles  of 
sffiit-of-han.1  applicable  to  card  tricks t.  of  card  ricks 
with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring  sleight -of -hand  , 
of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of  spe¬ 
cially  prepared  cards.  Illustrated. 

No  v<  1  non  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A  wonderful 
little’ book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart, 
your  father,  motlu-r,  sister,  brother,  employer ;  and,  in 
"fact  everybody  and  anybody  you  wish  to  write  to. 

No  54  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— 
Giving  complete  information  ns  to  the  manner  and 
method  of  raising,  keeping,  taming,  breeding  and  man¬ 
aging  all  kinds  of  pets;  also  giving  full  instructions  for 
making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
illustrations. 

For  sale  bv  all  newsdealers  or  will  be  sent  to  any 
address ‘on  receipt  of  price,  10  cents  per  copy,  in  money 
or  postage  stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 

168  West  23d  Street  *'  New  York 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 

- LATEST  ISSUES - 

]1.‘0  Kit  Carson  on  a  Mysterious  Trail;  or.  Branded  A 

1157  The*1  Idvefy  Eight  Social  Club;  or.  From  Cider  to 

1158  T  he  *  Dandy  of  the  School;  or,  The  Boys  of  Bay  CUff. 
115'.)  Out  in  the  Streets.  A  Story  of  High  and  Low  Life 

in  New  York.  , 

1100  Captain  Kay,  the  Young  Loader  of  the  Forlorn 

11(11  “a”0;1  or.  The  Ten  Treasure  Houses  of  the  Tartar 
King. 


Plains.  ,  ....  „  .... 

11  (IT  *‘Merrv  Matt”;  or.  The  Will  o’  the  M  isp  of  M  ine 
lios  The  Boy  With  the  Steel  Mask;  or,  A  lace  That 
Was  Never  Secu. 

HOP  Cb-ar  the  Track  Tom;  or,  The  Youngest  Engineer 
on  the  Koad. 

117(1  Gallant  .lack  Barry;  or.  The  Young  Father  of  the 
American  Navy. 

1171  Laughing  Luke,  the  Yankee  Spy  of  the  Revolution. 
117“  From  Gutter  to  President;  or,  The  Luck  of  a  Waif. 
11711  Davy  Crockett.  Jr.;  or.  “Be  Sure  You’re  Bight, 
Then  Go  Ahead.” 

1174  The  Young  Diamond  Hunters;  or,  Two  Runaway 

Bovs  in  Treasure  Land. 

1175  The  Phantom  Brig;or.  The  Chase  of  the  Flying 

Clipper. 

1170  ‘  Special”  Rob  ;  or.  The  Pride  of  the  Road. 

1177  Three  Ghunms:  or.  The  Bosses  of  tlm  Seiuror. 

1178  The  Drummer  Boy's  Secret;  or,  Oath-Bound  on  the 

Battlefield. 

1170  .Ta<k  Bradford;  or.  The  Struggles  of  a  Working 
Bov. 

1180  The  Unknown  Renegade;  or.  The  Three  Great 
Scouts. 

1 1 si  80  Degrees  North;  or.  Two  Years  on  the  Arctic 
Circle. 

1182  Running  Rob;  or.  Mad  Anthbny’s  Rollicking  Scout. 
USo  Down  !  be.  Shaft;  or.  The  Hidden  Fortune  of  a 
Bov  Miner. 

1184  Tiie  Bov  Telegraph  Inspectors;  or.  Across  the  Con¬ 

tinent  on  a  Hand -Car. 

1185  Nazoma';  or.  Lost  Among  the  Head-Hunters. 

USti  From  Newsboy  to  President;  or,  Flighting  for  Fame 
and  Fortune. 

1187  Jack  ITnrfoid,  the  Cabin  Boy;  or.  Ten  Years  on  an 

Unlucky  Ship. 

1188  Gold  Gulch;  or.  Pandy  Ellis’  Last  Trail. 

1  iso  Dick  Da  r  It  on.  the  Poorhouse  Boy ;  or,  The  Strug¬ 
gles  of  a  Friendless  Waif. 

llbO  The  Haunted  Lighthouse;  or.  The  Black  Band  of 

the  Coast. 

llbl  The  Boss  Buy  Bootblack  of  New  York;  or,  Climbinjr 
the  Ladder  of  Fortune  • 

] li>2  The  Silver  Tiger;  or,  The  Adventures  of  a  Young 
American  in  India. 

llbu  General  Sherman's  Boy  Spy;  or.  The  March  to  the 
Sea. 

1PJ4  Sam  Strap,  the  Y'oung  Engineer;  or.  The  Pluckiest 
Boy  on  the  Road.  . 

1105  Little  Robert  Emmet;  or,  The  White  Boys  of  Tip¬ 
perary. 

110(1  Kit  Carson’s  Kit;  or.  Yhe  Y Y’oung  Army  Scout. 

1107  Beyond  the  Aurora:  or,  The  Search  for  the  Magnet 

Mountain. 

1108  Seven  Diamond  Skulls:’  «r.  The  Secret  City  of  Siam. 
1100  Over  the  Line;  or,  The  Rich  and  Poor  Boys  of 

Riverdale  Schools. 

For  snle  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sejit  to  any  ad¬ 
dress  on  receipt  ot  price,  7c.  per  copy,  in  money  or  pos¬ 
tage  stamps,  by 

HARKY  E.  WOLFF.  Pub.,  Ififi  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 


SCENARIOS  SSm  them 

Price  85  Cents  Per  Copy 

This  book  contains  all  the  most  recent  changes  In  the 
method  of  construction  and  submission  of  scenarios. 
Sixty  Lessons,  covering  every  phase  of  scenario  writ¬ 
ing.  For  sale  by  all  Newsdealers  and  Bookstores. 
If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us  the  price, 
85  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stRinps,  and  we  will 
mail  you  one.  postage  tree.  Address 
L.  SEN  AREN  8,  219  Seventh  9ve.,  New  York.  N.  Y. 


